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Bobold, and liften, while abe Fair 
Breaks in ſweet Sounds the willing Air; 
And with her own Breath fans the Fire, 
Which her bright Eyes do firſt inſpire: 
What Reaſon. can that Love controul, 
Which more than one Way courts the Su 
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To ilka lovely Britiſh Laſ, 
Fiuae Ladies.Charlate, Anne and Jean, 
Down to ilk bony finging Beſs, bras 
Wha dances bareſoot on the Green. . 


DEARA LassEs, 
7 OUR moſt bumble Slave, . . 
Wha ne er to ſerve you ſhall decline, \ © 
Kneeling wad your Acceptance crave, 
When he preſents this ſma' Propine. 


\Then take it kindly to your Care, 
Revive it with your tunefu Notes ; 

Its Beauties will look ſweet and fair, 
Ariſing ſaftly through your Throats. 


The wanton wee Thing will rejoice, ; 
Wren tented by a ſparkling Eye, 

The Sponet tinkling with her Voice,” 
It lyizg on her lovely Knee. © 


While Kettles dringe on Ingles dour, 

Or Claſhes. ſtay the lazy Laſs ; 
Thir Sangs may ward you frae the ſowr, 
u gpyly vacant Minutes paſ—- 


AA Ben 


1 DEDICATION. 


Een while the Tes's CA reeking round. 7H 
. Rather than plot a tender Tongue, on 
Treat à the circling Lugs with Sound, 


! ye ſafely ſip when ye have ſung. 


i May Happineſs had up your Hearts, 
1 And warm you lang with loving Fires: 
' ,- May Powers propitious play their Parts, 
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ALtho*. it be acknowledged, . that aur 
Scots Tunes. have not lengthned La- 
riety of Mufick, jet they haus an agree- 
able Gaiety and natural Sweetneſe, that 
make them acceptable wherever they are 
kuown, not only among our ſelves, | but in 
other Countries, They are for the moſt 
part ſo chearful, that on hearing them well 
play'd or fung, we find © a Difficulty to keep 
our - ſelves. from daucing. * What further 
adds to the Eſteem we have for them, it, 
their Antiquity, aud their being univerſally 
known. Maulinds Love for 'Novelty would. 


appear to contradici this Reaſon ; but will 7 


not, when we conſider, that for one that can 
tolerably entertain with Vocal or Inſtrumen- 
tal Mafick, there are fifty that content them- 
ſerves with the Pleaſure f Hearing, and 
Stngiug without the Trouble of being taught : 
Neu, ſuch are not Judges of the fine 
Flouriſhes of new Muſick imported from 

A 3 Italy 


1 PREFACE. 


Italy and elſewhere, yet will liſten with 
Pleaſure to Tunes that they know, and can 
Join” with in rhe Chorus. Say wö on 
Way is only an harmenious ſpeaking of mer- 


Y, witty or foft Thoughts, after the Poet 


has dveſs'd them in ſour or five Stanzas ; 
yet undoubtedly theſe muſt reliſh beſt with 
People, who have not beſtowed much f their 
Time it acquiring a Taſte for that down- 


right penect Muell, which requires none, 


or very little of the” Poets Aiflance. 
My being wall afſured, how: acceptable 
new Words to known good Tunes would prove, 
engaged me to the making Verſes for above 
fixty of them, in this and the ſecon Volume: 
About thirty more were done by ſome ingenious 


young Gentlemen,- who were ſo well pleaſed 


with my Undertaking, that they generouſly 
lent me their Aſſiſtance; and to them the 
Lovers of Senſe and Muſick are obliged for 
ſome of the beſt Songs in the Colleftion. The 
reſt are ſuch ald Verſes as have been done 
Time out of Mind, and only wanted to be 


cleared fromthe Droſs of blundering Tranſ- 


cribers avid” Printers; ſuch-as, The Ga- 


berlunzie-man, Muirland Willie, &cc. 


that claim tei Place in aur Cullection, 


racter. 


Ver their merry Images of the low Cha- 


This 


ſons of all Ranks, wherever dur Lan VE) 2 


. 


PRE EAC E. ; 
This: Fifth Edition. in four - Years, . aud 88 
the general Demand for the Book by Per- 2 


is unidirſlood, ig d ſure Evidence of, its Be- 
ing acceptable. My warthy Friend Dr. Ban- | 


y Js 


nerman tells me from America, . N 
Nor only do your Lays ater ene flops, Me "| 
Round all the Globe your happy Sonnets go; A 
Here thy ſoft, Verſe, made te a Scortiſh Air, N 
Are often ſung by our Virginian Fair. N Fo. 
Camilla's, warbling Notes are heard no more, 1 
But yield to Laſt Time I came o er the Mor; | T 
Hydaſpes and Rinaldo bath give way : 
T0 Mam Scot, Tweed. 4 de and Mam a... 8 
"Broth this and the folliwing Volunte, A 
Mr. Thomſon (who is alltwed by all, 3 
to be a good. Teacher and Singer f Scots I'S 
Songs) cull'd bis. Orpheus Chtedonins, BY 
the 22 for. both the Voice aud Flute, 
and the Words of the Songs finely engra- «+ 
ven ina folio Book, for Þ Uſe Per- 
Sons of the higheſt Quality in Britain, ank 
dedicated to her Royal Highneſs, not fler 
Majeſty our moſt gratious Queen. This 
by the by I thought proper to intimate, and 
do my ſelf that 2 which the Pubs. by 


_ neglected; * ought to have 
A4 8 


Y 


—— — 


vi P. NENA CZ.“ 
acquainted his Mlaſtrious Lift of Subſcribers, 
that the moſt of the Songs were mine, the 
1 Mufek abſtratted, l. 
| In my Compoſittons and Collections, I have 
| kept out all Smut and Ribaldiy, that the 
modeſt Voice and Ear ef the fair Singer 
might meet with no Aﬀront ; the chief Bent 
of all my Studies being, to gain their good 
Graces : And it ſhall always be my Care, to 
ward off theſe Frowns that would prove 
mortal to my Muſe, "pbk, 
4 Now, Little Books, go your ways ; be aſ- 
fared * of favourable Reception wherever the 
Sun ſhines on the free- born chearful Briton ; 
ſteal your ſelves into the Ladies  Boſoms. 
Happy Volumes ! you are to live too as long 
I” -as the Song of Homer in Greek and Eng- 
lch, and mix. your Aſhes only with the. 


8 — — 
— — * 
—— * 
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oe of Horace, Were it but my Fate, 
| hen old and ruffled, like you to be again 
reprinted, what a., curious Figure would I 
appear on the outmoſt, Limits of Tame, after 
f a thouſand Editions * Happy Volumes 
tl Jou are ſecure, but I muſt yield. pleaſe the 

Ladies, and take care of my Fame. | 
In Hopes of this, fearleſs of coming Age,” TY 
LE” 2 thro Life ; and when for Rhimerenown'd, 
II calzzly quit the Farce and giddy Stage, 
Au deep beneath a fow'ry Turf full found: 
r 25 Bonny 


* . 


Bonny G n * L's * 1. 


Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry ; * 
Painting and: Order Pleaſe our — 
And Claret makes us merry: 
But fineſt Colours, Fruits and plowers, 
And Wine, tho' I be thirſty, r 
Loſe a their Charms and weaker N 1 1 9% EE 
Compar d with thoſe of Chrofty. $$. 


H. „mel the Simmer . * 


When wand' ring oer aalen e. r 
No nat'ral Beauty wanting. 
How lightſome igt to hear the Lark, e 
And Birds in Conſort chanting? SES 
But if my Chriſty tunes her Voice, OO Pie 
. Pm rapt in Admiration; ©7000 hom 
4 My Thoughts with Extaſies rejoice, + *' ©» 
[ And drap the bye Creation. 7 263 1 
7 Whene'er ſhe eule a" kindly Glince,. 3 
\ I take the happy Omen, | 7 IS} 
8 And aften mint to make — | TS ts 
| Hoping ſhejll prove a Woman: ee” Lan 
But, dubious of my ain Deſert, _ „ 
My Seatiments I ſmother; I tw, 
With ſecret Sighs 1 ver my Heart. 
Far fear ſhe Jo ve another, e 


As Thus 


ll 

T Thus fang blate Edie by a Burn, 

4 His Chriſty did o'er-hear him; 

- She doughtna let her Lover mourn- 

But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 

She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 

j Which left nae Room to goubt her; * 
He wiſely this white Minute took 

And flang his Arms about her. 

My Chrifly! — witneſs, bonny Stream 


| Sic Joys frac Tears arifing, 
| I wiel may na be a Dream; 


P O Love the maiſt ſurpriſing! N 
bi Time was too 33 now for Tauk ; | 
1 This Point of a' his Wiſſpes 
4 He wadna with ſet Speeches bau,, 
L But ward it a' on Kiſſes. 
Ji The Buſb aboou Traquair. thus 
| IAR me, ye Nymphs, and every Swain. 
| Fl tell how Peggy grieves me, 5 


Alas! ſhe ne er believes me. 
My Vows and Sighs, like ſilent Air, 
e Unheceded never move her; | 
WM Atthe bonny Buſh aboon Traquair, 
= ' *T'was there I firſt did love her. 


| ll That Day ſhe ſmild, and made me glad, 
1 No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 4 


[ Tho thus I languiſn, thus complain, 
3 


- —— — 2 


0 1 racy. my {elf the luckieſt Lad, 
i 22 


| Þ 
! | : 
| | 


weetly there to find her. 


— 
- 


(mn ) 
1 try'd to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſs'd, Im not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 12 


Yet A 
The Fields we then fr 
If cer we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne er acquaiate. 
The bonny Buſh bloom d fair in My, 
Its Sweets III ay ſewmember . 
But now her Frowns make it decarm. 
It fades as in December. DIED 


Ye rural Powers, who hw my Sin, 4 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? | 

Oh) make her Partner in my Pains, - 62k 14067 ff 
Then let her Smiles reheve me. Q 27 OUR 

If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 


My P no more tender, . 
' Fl leave the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
To 2 Wu Tu wander. 9 8 
SES 2 EY 2 2 £73 T3 T 
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H O' Beauty, like the Roſe © 
That ſmiles on Polparth Green, 
In various Colours ſhows, + , 

As 'tis by Fancy ſeen; 
Yet all its different Glories ly 
— Vaited in thy Face, 
And Vertue, like the Sun on . 
baggy Rays to evry GENE. 


(121) 
So 2 her Air; a | 
fo. calm ber Mind, 18 Won 
That to ſome Angels Cre 
Each Motion ſeems aſſign d: 
But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay. 
The joyful Moments fly, - -- 4811 
As if for Wings they ſtole the Rap. - u L 
She darteth from her Eye. es aloof? 


Kind am'rous Cupids, while... 
With tuneful Voice ſhe ſings, 
Perfume her Breath and Smile, _. 
And wave their balmy- Wings: 3 | 
But as the tender Bluſhes riſe, - - e 
Soft Innocence doth warm . 5 
The Soul in bliſsful Extaſies ; 105 
Diſſolveth in the Cham. . 
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Turk E D. SIDE. 


"HAT Beauties does Flora diſcloſe? 
| How ſweet are her Smiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Mary's, ſtill ſweeter than thoſe; 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 
Nor Daiſſe, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, 
Not all the 2 Flowers of the Field, 
Not Tweed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 


f 


Such Beauty = Pleaſure. does yield. 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, Ibn 

| 208 - The Black bird, and ſweet cooing Dee... | 

1 us * enchant ey ry Bun. 8 

1 * Come 


come, let us go forth to the Mead. 

Let us ſee how the Primroſes ſpring; © 
Well lodge in ſome Village on Tweed, © 
| And love while the feather'd Folks i 33 


How does my Love paſs the long Day? 
Does Mary not tend a few Sheep? 

Do they never careleſly ſtray, TOS A — 

While ha —— es a cep? Arb 

m Murmurs ſhould lull her to Reſt; 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft Pains of my Bread 
I'd ſteal an Ambroſial 1 


"Tis ſhe does the Virgins a | 
No Beauty with her may compare; 3 51 
Love's Graces all round her dodwell, 

She's faireſt, where Thouſands are fair. | 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at Noon where they feed ; 3 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet r 

Or the N Banks of the C. 
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| s ON G. BRAT | 
To the Tune of, Woe's my Heart that we . . . 


I Hamilla then my own? 


O! the dear, the charming Treaktires 
Fortune now in vain, ſhall frown; 


All my future Life is Pleaſure. en a8 


See how rich with youthful Grace, : 003 r 
Beauty warms her ey'ry. Feature; | + 0 
Smiling Heaven is in her Face, 


A 9B: and all is Nature, 5 E 
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„ (iu) 
See what mingling Charms ariſe, 
Roſy Smiles, and kindling Bluſhes; 
Love fits laughing in her Eyes,” 


Haſte then from th* 1dalian Grove, 
Infant Smiles, and Sports, 
Spread the downy Couch, for Love, 

And lull us in your ſweet Embraces. 


Softeſt Raptures, pure from. Noiſe, 
This fair happy Night ſurround us; 


And betrays 


While a thouſand ſp'ritly 
Silent flutter all ar 


Thus unſowr'd with Care or Strife, 
d this deareſt Bleſſing z _ 


us. 


Heaven till 
While we tread the Path of. Life, 


—_— 


A $ONG. 
Lf ial, fill our Glafſes, 


* 


Fa, la, ra, &c. 


— 


Then never let vain Cares oppreſs us, 
EKiches are to them a Snare; | 3 

We're ev'ry one as rich as Crœſat, 23586 
While our Bottle drowns Wk 


sa, la, ra, &c. 


— 


— 


- Madneſs tis for us to thin, 
ow the Warld is rułd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway d by Chink. 


our Care, 


— 


(35) 


Wine will make us zed as Roſie; 
And our Sorrows 
Come, let us fuddle ole, 
Drink our ſelves ures Row of We 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 6 


When grim Death is SE for us, 
We are topping at our Bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus 

Death, be gone, here's none but Soul. 
Fa, la, ra, &c. 


Godlike Bacchus * comments. / 

Trembling Death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding 

Drinking Souls can never 0 TEES 
Fa, * „ * 3 


A * 
1 . re. ie ai ddns eh. » © n 4 
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Muirland Willie. 
ARKEN and I will tell you how buf 
Young Muirland Willie came to N ο -. 4:1 
Tho he could neither ſay nor do; | 
The Truth I tell to you. LE TT 
* ay he cries, What cer betide, _ 45 > 
Maggy L'ſe ha'e „ 11: 380 1 
With a fal, dal, &c. | e 
On his Guy Yad as he did ride, 
With Durk and Piſtol by his Side, 
He prick'd her on wi meikle Pride, 


Wi meikle Mirth and Glee. 
Out o'er yon Moſs, out Oer Door, on. Muir, 


Till he came to her * 
With 4 fal, dal, &c. 


*. 
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(16) 


Seen quoth he, be ye wi it thin” 
Pm come your Doghter's Love to win, 
I care no for making meikle Din; 


What Anſwer gr r 1 — 
Now, Woer, qu would ye light down; . 
III . ye a 8 Love to win, | : 
Now, Wes: fa ye are Wette e ot ee 
Where do ye win, or in what Town? - ?: 


I think my Doghter winna gloom 

On ſick a Lad as ye. * 3 
The Woer he ſtep'd up the Houſe, „ 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, 


W. have 2 Owſen i in a Plough, 
n Yads, and Gear enough. 
The — they ca" it Cadeneugh; 
I ſcorn to tell a Lie: 
Beſides, I had frac the great Laird, * NT The 
A Peat-pat and alang an. 6 UL 
With a fal, Ke. = papel 157 


The Maid pat on obs Kirte brown) rf 1 
She was the braweſt in a the Town; 15 7 7 2977 


4541 


I wat on him ſhe did ria gloom, 81 
But blinkit bonnilie. h n uu 
The Lover he ſtended up in haſte, 5 . 
And gript her hard about the Waſte, OG 
With 4 fel, 0 e | 


"£7? 


To win itn Mad Au böme ba 18 
I'm young, And hae e hat) 4 : 0 250 


And for my {ell ye need na 
- Jromh try me whan ye like. 


= 
* — ut 1 


Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk K, 


C17 ) 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat in his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and he prid. her Mow, 
With a fal, &c. © | 


The Maiden bluſht and (bing fu' law, 
She had na Will to fay him na, 
But to her Dady ſhe left it a, 

As they twa cou'd agree 
The Lover he ga'e her the ticher Kiſs, _ Fr 
Syne ran to her Dady and tell d him di, 1 
With a fal, &c. | L146; WE; 5 


Me 
* 


Your Doghter-wad n na ay n me na, 0 / * 
But to your fell ſhe has left it , 1A 
As we cou'd gree between us twaz - Am, RF 


Say what'll ye gi? me wi her? 
Now, Woer, quoth he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But fick's I hae ye's get a FR 
With a fal, &c. WER 


Py 


A Kilofu' of Corn Ill gite to thee, © 


Ye's hae the Wadding Dinner fre 
Troth I dow do na mair. | Focal 
Content, quo he, a Bargain bet, 33. 93% 
I'm far frae hame, A haſte let's do't, £5 _ 
With a fat, &c. . 


The Bridal Day it came to pals 
Wi' mony a blythſome Lad and 7.8 
But ſicken a Day there never was, 

Sic Mirth was never ſeen. _ / 2 
This winſom Couple ſtraked Hands 
Meſs Fohn ty d up the ner Peaks, > Birth 
ew a fal, ka. 5 1 


((s) 


* our Brides Maidens were na few, 
Wi Tap-Kkriots, Lug-Knots, a” in blew, . 
Fra: Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
And blinkit bonnille. 

Their Toys and Mutehes were ſae clean, 
— glanced in our Ladſes Een, 4 
a fal, &c. | 


Sick Hirdum, Dirdum; and ſick: Din; 
Wi he o'er her and ſhe der him; 
The Minſtrels they did never blin, 

Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit and ay they beckt, 
And ay their Wames together met, | 
With a fal, &c. Z. 


8 


The Promis d Jcy. 
To the Tune of, Carle and the King come. 
Hen we meet again, Phely, | f 


When we meet again, Phely, 
Rapriures will reward our Pain, 


5 88 Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. 


the Sport of Fortune driv* n, 
To Deſpair our Thoughts were giv *s 
Our Odds will all be ev'n, Ph Ne 
ben we meet ngain, Phely, &c. 


Now in dreary diſtant Groves, 
Tho we moan like Turtle-doves, 
Suffering beſt our Virtue proves, 
And will enhance our Loves, Phely. 
5 1 we meet again, Pholy, GS. 


Joy 


(19. by 

Joy will come in a Surpriſe, | f 

"Till its happy, Hour ariſe; .. _ _ . 

Temper well yoo? ln, Sighs, 

For Hope becomes the Wile,. Phely. 

When we meet again, Phely, 
When we meer again, Phely, x 
Raptures will reward our Pain, 
And Loſs reſult in Gain, Phely. 


M. 
* 
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To DeL1a on her drawing him to her 
an oo 09 ES 
To the Tune of Blatk-Ey'd Suſan. 
E Powers! was Damon then ſo bleſs d, 
f To fall to charming Delia's: Share, 
Delia, the beauteous Mai poſſeſs d 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy Bounty, O indulgent Heavn, 
I ask no more, for all my Wiſh is given. 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 

She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy Name? 
With riſing Joy my Heart o'erflow'd, to 
I felt. and bleſt the-new-barn Flame. or 

May ſofteſt Pleaſures ceaſeleſs round her move, 
May all her Nights be Joy, and Days be Love. 


She drew the Treaſure from her Breaſt,” 

That Breaſt where Love and Graces play, 

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 127 
To be ſo lodg'd! the Thought is N | 
Who would notwiſhin Paradiſe to ly?  ' + 


* 
| 


02 


The Faithful ths Watt 
To the Tune of, Auld lang Per 5 


HEN Flow'ry Meadows deck the Year, 
And ſporting Lambkins play: 
W hen ſpangk'd Fields renew'd appear, 
And Mufick wak'd the Day 
Then did my Chloe leave her Bower, 
To hear my amorous Lay, 
Warm'd by my Love, ſhe vow'd no Po-] FI 
Shou'd lead her Heart aſtray. a" 
SY * 11 


The wurdling Quires from ey ryBough 
Surround our Couch in Throngs, . +, — 
And all their tuneful Art beſtow, , _.. 
To give us Change of Songs: 19 
Scenes of Delight my Soul poſſeſs d.,. 4 
I bleſs d, then hugg d my Mad; 
I robb'd the Kiſſes from her Breaſt, 
Sweet as 2  Nooh-day' 8 Shade. C7 


> 


Joy ſo tranſporting never T . 
To fly away as Air, | ; | 
Another Swain with her prevails, 
To be as falſe as fair. 
What can my fatal Pafſion cure? 
I never woo again; 
All her Diſdain I muſt endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 


What Pity? tis to hear the Boy 
Thus fighing with his Pain; 
But Time and Scorn may give him Joy 


1 


1 
8 8 


— 


Ahl fickle Chloe, be advis d, | r 7 


Do not thy {elf IO 2 fe, 17 
A faithful Lover ſho 2 


— — alt 4 
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To Mris. S. H. on . takin 2 a | 
Iſaid. 


To the Tune of Hallow Eun.” 


HY hangs that Cloud upon thy Brow ? 

That beauteous Heav'n ere While ſerene? 
Whence do theſe Storms and Tempeſts e 
Or what this Guſt of Paſſion mean? 
And muſt then Mankind loſe that light; „ r 


1 . 
60 & S W 


Which in thine Eyes was wont to ſhine, 5 —1 
And ly obſcur d in endleſs Night, n 
For each poor filly Speech of mine? „ 


Dear Child, how can I wrong thy ds B 
Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, _ * 
That could ill Tongues abuſe thy Fame, 1 
Thy Beauty can make _ amends? ö 
Or if I durſt profanel rien 
Thy Beauty's 3 rl Ch Charms rupbraid, 21 
Thy Virtue well might give the Lie, To 
And call thy Beauty to its Aid. 


For Venus every Heart tenſnare, - 
With all her Charms has deck d thy Face. 
And Pallas with unuſual Care 
Bids Wiſdom heighten every Grace.” 11:5 2d3: a4 
Who can the double Pain endure? / "13 18853 3 
Or who muſt not reſign the Fic. * ws 
— 55 0 
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Let not a Wretch in Torment live, 


(622) 


To thee, Celeſtial Maid, / ſecure- 2 
With Cupid's Bow, and, Pally Shield? | wy 


If then to thee ſuch-Power:is given, 


17 1 


But ſmile, and learn to cop Heaven 

Since we muſt ſin ere it forgive. | 

” pitying Heaven not: only does n r 
Forgive th Offender and rh' Offence, N 

But even itſelf appeas d beliows, | 

As the Rewarg of Penitence. 1 


4 


0 the Broom, the bonny bonny Brom, 
REES ar Swain, 


OL | 2 A 


r — eren 


The Broom e- 5 0 
OW blyth ilk Morn was I to ſee Wo 
The 'Swain come o'er the Hill! 
He skipt the Burn, and flew t, me: 
I met him with good Will. 


The Broom of Comdenknaws; 15 


With his Pipe Ems. 


I neither wanted Ew nor Lab, 
While his Flock near me la 


He gather'd in my Sheep at . 


And chear'd me à the wa 


5:92 ne 4 3 
The Birds ſtood Haag by: 7 Re EGS 

Even the dull Cattle ſtood and gra; | ei 
Charm'd with Cs. ix dp 

© the Broom, &c. 4 n $2 cilw @: 


(23) 


While thus we ſpent our Time by turns, 


Betwixt our Flocks and Play: 
I envy'd not the faireſt” a 

Tho' ne er fac rich vag. 
O the Broom, &e. 


Hard Fate that 1 oak anita: a 
heavily, and momn, 


— 


| Becau I oval the kindeſt Swain 


That. ever yet vas —— 
O the Broom, &c. 


He did obli ne eviry Hour, | 
Cou'd 1 © Kithfu! be? . 
He ſtaw my Heart: Cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he asked of me? 
O the Broom, Kc. 


M gie, and my lctle:K Kit 
7 Doggie my wee:Soup Whey; 
My Plaidy, Broach, and crooked Stick, 
May now ly uſcleſs bB. 
O the Broom, &. 2 3 
Adieu ye Comdenlnows, * r en ee, 
Farewell a' Pleaſures there; * F144 
Ye Gods reſtore to me my Swain, 
; ” a J 3 care. 
O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broom, 
The Broom of Cowdenknows : þ. 


I wiſh F were with my dear Swain, 
: With his Pipe 1 my Ews. 


| S. R. 


Las ) 


7 CHLOE.. 5 


'To the Tune of, I wiſh my Love were ele 


Lovely Maid! how dear's thy Povrr ? 
= 0, eee at once adore: mme 
Wuh Wonder are my Thoughts poſſeſt. 
While ſofteſt Love 5 my Breaſt, urge 
This tender Look, theſe Eyes of mine, v9 17170 
Confeſs their am rous Maſter thi ne 
Theſe Eyes with Strephon's Paſſion Plays _ 

Firſt make me love, endtlieg <p 


Yes, charming victor 1 am: thine, | 
Poor as it is, this Heart of mine >; 1\ 7 
Was never in another's PW rr. 
Was never pierc'd by Love before. | 
In thee Pve treaſur d up my Joy, ir: .-x 500 1 
Thou can'ſt give Bliſs, or Bliſs deſtro | 
And thus I've bound myſelf to love, ba vid 
While Bliſs or Miſery can. most. 


ave 
* 
1 


SH 
1 0 


O ſhould I ne er poſſeſs thy nn 
Neer meet my Comfort in thy Arms:: 
Were Hopes of dear 2 2 Ee 
Still would I love, dove thee alone. 11070 S7 
But like ſome diſcontented Shade 42 4 of =<; 
That wanders where its Body's . 5 Lok © 

Mournful I'd roam with hollow Glare, - 
For ever xd from my Hen dun 5 * * N * 
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C25). 


pon bearing bis Pick was in c 7 L OE 
Breast. | 


To the Mine of, The Aae of Ottober. 


E Gods! was Strephon's s Picture bleſt 
With the fair Heayen of Chloe's Breaſt? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt' ring Heart, 

Oh gently throb. too fierce thou art. 

Tell me, 255 brighteſt of thy Kind, = 
For Strephon was the Bliſs defign'd? 6h, 
For Strephon's Sake, dear charming Maid 

Didſt thou preſerve his wand ring ue 


And thou bleſt Shade, that Ne art 
Lodg'd ſo near my Chloe's 4” 121 
For me the tender Hour 1 — iy of! 
And ſoftly tell how dear I l ?. A 1 
Ungrateful thing! ir ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched Maſter's ardent Prayer, 
Ingroſling all that beauteous Heaven, 
That Chlee, laviſh Maid, Has given. 


I cannot Ty then Were L Lord 
Of all the Wealth thoſe Breaſts afford, 
I'd be a Miſer too, nor give 
in Alms to keep a God alive. 
Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely Fair, 
On theſe cold Looks that lifeleſs Air, | 
Prize him whoſe Boſom glows with Fire, 


With eager Love and ſoft Deſire. 
is true thy Charms, O powerful Maid, 


0 Life can bring the ſilent Shade: 
B. | Thou 
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Aa) 
Thou can't ſurpaſs the Painter's Art, 
And real Warmth and Flames impart. 
But oh! it neer can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd and lov'd but thee: 


Then Charmer, grant my fond Requeſt, 
Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


ad. _— 3 * JE — 
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ow 
Sung fra s PIES: 


To the Tune of The Soom of Condentaows: 


Each me, Chloe, how to prove 
My boaſted Flame ſincere: 
Tis hard to tell how dear I love. 
And hard to hide my Care. 


Sleep in vain diſplays her Ge 
To bribe my Soul to reſt, | 

_ Fainly ſpreads her filken Arms, 
Ans courts me to her Breaſt. 


Where can Syephen-find repole - 
If Chloe is not there? | 
For ah! no Peace his Boſom knows, | 


When Aer the Fair 


'What tho  Phebn: Hom: on high 
Withbolds his chearfu! Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light fopply,” 
And give me: more Day. 


—_— 


e 


(27) 


LO V E is the Cauſe of my Mowning. 


Y a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs ** 
B Be ſo 1 O' ye Nymphs, I oftienes heard her 


Tell al 1 dy, it he paſſes this way: 
And that Love is the Canſe of Mozrning. ; 
Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms, 
You deceive, me, for 3 bold e never 
: warms; * . 
Yet bring me this Str? me dy I his Arms, . 
0h Strephon the Can my ens. Air 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go p 
Down to the Shades below.. 
Eer ye let Strephon know.. 
That I have lov d him ſo 
Then on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will ſhow { 
That Love was the 9 of 1 Motrning. ' 4 


Hler Eyes were ſcarce cloſed ben — os, 
He thought ſhe'd been fleeping, and ſoftly drew: Loy — 
But finding her breathleſs, © Heavens, did- he oy, =_ 
Ah Chloris the Cauſe of «; e | 
Reſtore me my Chloris, ye Nymphs uſe your Art: 
They fighing, reply d. Twas yourſelf ſhot the Dart 
Thar wounded the tender young Shepherdeſß Heut, 
And kill'd the poor Chloris with ert 4 SPIES 
Ah then is Chloris dead, IW * 
Wounded by me! he ſaid, 
I'll follow, thee, chaſte 
Down to the ſilent Shade: | 
hen on her cold ſnowy Bret leaning hi Head, | 
Expir'd the poor Serbe. with Mourning. K d 


& 
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To dhe Tune of, The bmnigft-Lafs in e the nur 


But eaſe, O Charmer, eaſe ny Bie. 


( 28) 


T Iris, A H. on ait — at a ; Couſort. 


OOK where my dear Hamilla ſmiles! 
Hamills ! heayenly Charmer, POTN. 
For how with all their Arts and Wiles * 70 : 
The Loves and Graces arm her, 4 F 
A Bluſh dwells — on her So 12 
Fair Seats of Ei | Sg MY 


There Love in. Language ipea 
There ſpreads his 155750 Treaſures. 


O faireſt Maid, I own thy Pow' r. 


I gaze, I ſigh, and langu 
Vet ever, ever will adore, 1 


And triumph in my EI 


And let my Torments moye the: 
As thou art faireſt of the Fair, 
So I the deareſt love thee, 


- * 4 5 
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"The Bonny SC 0 T. 
To the Tune of, The nume. 


= Gales that, ently wayr the Sea, | 
And pleaſe the canny Boat- man, 
Bear me. frac hence, or bring to me 


© My brave, my bonny * 


A— — 


629 
In haly Bands 5 x 
We join'd our Hands, 2 
Yet may not this diſcoven, | 


While Parents rate BY POS 
A large Eſtate, * Ls 
Before a faithfu' Love. 


But I loor chuſe in Bighland Glers on 
To herd the Kid and Goat man.. 


Eer I cou'd for fic little Ends - 1 St? 


Refuſe my bonny Scat - Man. 
Wae wort the Man uc 26 25 28 
Wha firſt began 15 D A992 22 
The baſe . 4 a>iw vs bak 
Frae greedy'Views, © 1! bd o- 
Love's Art to uſe, | 3 
While Strangers to its Paſſion. . 2 2:4W 


Frae foreign Fields, my lavely Youth, H 
Haſte to thy longing Laſſi e,. 2.1 
Wha pants to preſs thy bawmy Mouth, Vs 
And in her Boſom have ſe the. 0 


Love gi es the Worxe . 
Then haſte on Bo-. 
Fair Winds and t — 8 $ 
Waft o'er, ni os FIR AL CM 
Frae yonder Shore,” © — 
My blyth my bonny Ln han. unn 


Seornſu? NA NSY. 
To its own Tune. 1 


ANSY's to the green Mood gane, 
To hear the 'Gowdſþink charring, 

And Willie he has followed her, | 
To gain her Love by flat'ring: 

But # that he cou'd ſay or do, 

- She geck d and corned at him, 4 
And ay when he began to woo, 14 
She bad him mind wha gat him. 


What ails ye at my Dad, quoth he, 
My Minny or my Aunty, . 
eh Crowdy Moudy they fed me, 
-Kail fer Ranty Taunty: | 
Wk annocks of good Barly- Meal, 
Of thae there 5 — right Plenty, | 
With chapped Stocks fou butter d well, | 


And was not that right dainty? 


- Altho' my father was nae Laird, | 

Tis Daffin to be vau ty. 

He keepit ay a good K yard. 
A Ha' Houſe and a Pantrie : 

A good blew Bonnet on his Head, 
An-Owrlay bout his Cragy, 

And ay until the Day he died 
He rade on good Shanks Nagy. 


Now: Wae and Wander on your Snout, | 
Wad ye hae bonny ny 

Wad ye compare yer ſell ro me, 
A Pocken till a Tanfic ? 
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I have a Woder of my ain, 
They ca- him ſou 1228 '* 
And well I wat his-bony Mont 

Is ſweet like Sugar-Candy. 


Wow Nanſy, what needs à this Din? 
Do I not ken this Hog ? 
I'm ſure the Chief of a? his Kin 
Was Rab the Beggar Randy: 
His Minny Meg upo her Back - 
Bare baith him and 7 Billy; 
Will ye compare a naſty Pacxk 
To ne your winfome iy? 


My Guthcher left a good braid Sword,” 
Tho! it be auld and ruſty, 5 

Yer ye may tak it on my Word., 
It is baith ſtout andtruſty ; © 

And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneafy, 

I ſhall lay baith my Lugs'in Pawn,” 
That he ſhall get a Heezy, 


Then 1 1 turn d her round about, 
Ye wadna miſs to pet a Clout, 
1 ken he diſna fear ye: 
Sae had. ye'r Tongue and fay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your Fancy; 
For as lang's Sandy's to the fore, 
Ye never ſhall get Nang. A 


8 4 : ___ " Slighted 
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To the Tune of, The Kirk wad let me be. 


4 


5 IS I have ſeven braw new Gowns, . 
And ither ſeven bettcr to mak, 
And yet for a' my new Gowns, . 
My Wooer has turn'd his Back. , 
Beſides I have ſeven Milk- K ĩ 
And Sandy he has but three 
And yet for a my good Ky, | 
The Ladie winna ha'e me. 


= 
My. Dady's a Delver of Dik es 
My Mither can card and ſpin, ;-:,;: i; :: 1! 


* 4 9 "a ©. * 
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A And J am a fine fodgel Laſs, 1 199 16d u 

| And the Siller comes linkin inn 
i The Siller comes linkin inn 
' 


And it is fou fair to fee. Tach [od 36tT 
And fifty Times wow! O wow! _. | 
What ails the Lads at me ?. ?; 
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When ever our Baty does bark, hes an firs BY 
Then faſt to the Door 1 rin 
To ſee gin ony. young Spark 
Will light and venture but inn 
But never a ane will come in 
- Tho” mony a ane gaes by, kh verge 
- Syne far ben the Houſe I rin; — 
And a weary Wight am I. 8 
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| When I was at my firſt Pray rs, 
I pray'd but anes i' the Nr. 
I wiſh'd for a handſome young Lad; 
And a Lad with mucklc Gear. When 


When I was at my neiſt-Prayirs; Em ar ben OY >> 
I faſh'd na my Head about Gear. 


And O, And wharll come d me? e 5 


(43) | 


I pray'd but now and-thany | - 4 1 1556 11 


If I get ah 


me young Man: S of A 


Now when I'm at my laſt yrs, WEE 
I pray on baith Night and Day, 2 

And O! If a Beggar Wad mm. 
With that ſame Beggar I'd gae. 


And O, win Tabs. tar add Feat + 
That fic a braw Laſſie as I 
Shou d die for a woue 7, any! <4 2 e | þ 


- 0 99 ” ww 1 S 


lh Nanly.. | a 
To the Tune of,  Dainty Davie. ; 


HILE Fops. in ſoft, Italian Verſe, "7 oth 
Ilk fair ane's Een and Breaſt rehearſe; _ +» 

While Sangs abound and Scene is. ſcarce, | 
Theſe Lines I have indited: 

But neither Darts nor Arrows here, 

Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 

And yet with theſe ſine Sounds 1 ber, | 
The Maidens are delited. ;" 


I WAs on telling on, „ 


Lucty Nanſy, Lach Nah, | | 
Auld Springs wad ding the new, 3 
But ye wad neuer true me. „ 


Nor Saw with Crimſon will I min 
To ſpread upon my Laſſie's Cheeks, as 
And ſyne the unmeaning Name prefix, 

* 1. Chloe or Phillis : 


Bs 


(34) 
Tu fetch nae Smile frae Fove, nt 
My Height of Extaſy to prove, 
Nor cke —thus— preſent 59 Love 1 
With Roſes eek and Lillies. * 
I was ay telling you, &c. 


But ſtay,.— had amaiſt forgot 

My Miſtreſs and my Sang to Boot. 

And that's an unco Fate I wate 
But Nan, tis nae Matter. 4 

Ye {ce I clink my Verſe W Rhime, 

And ken ye, that atones the Crime, 

Forby, how ſweet, my Numbers chime, 
And ſlide away like r 
Iva ay telling you, &. 

Now ken, my reverend ſonſy Fair, 

Thy runkled Cheeks: and lyart Hair, 

Thy haff ſhut Een and holding 72 


Are 7? my Paſſions Fe wel. 
Nae skyring Gowk, my Dear, can ſee, FP 
Or Love, or Grace, or Heaven in thee; 229 &- 
Yet thou has Charms anew for mec, _ 


Then ſmile; and be na cruel. W 


2 me on thy. Snav Pow, R 

Lucky Nanſy, Lucky. anſy:. ' als 1040 Ln 
Dryeſt Hood will eitheſt — > 8 
And Nanſy ſae will ye ail 07 4 


Troth I have ſung the to you;. 

Which ne'er ae E 5 . 

Hear then my charitable Vow, 
Dear venerable Nanſy. 

But if the World my Paſſion wrang. 

And fay ye only live in Sang, | 

Ken I deſpiſe a flandring Tongue, 
And fing to pleaſe my Fancy, 


Leexs mne on thy, &c. e 


3 
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'ASCOTS Cantata 


| The Tune after an Italian Manner. 
Compos"d by Signior Lorenzo Boccht: - - 


| * e a ' 
___ REC1TATIVE. | | 
T) LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Feun bis Mind, 
Fe — Pleaſure to deny him lan 


* = 


He thought her Scorn came frae a Heart unkind, 5 
Which gart him in Deſpair tune uꝑ this Sang. . 
AAN. i - „ 
O bony Laſſie, ſince tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis'd by thee; 
I hate to live; but O I'm wae, 
And unko Hoy to die, 
Dear Feany, think what dowy Hours 
I Tas by your Diſdain; 
Ah! ſhould a Breaſt fac faft as-yours- - 
Contain a Heart of Stane. 


Rt c © auth na; rn yy 
Theſe tender Notes did a' her Pity move, 1 


With melting Heart the liſtned to the Boy; 
O'ercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promis d him her Lore: 
He in Return thus ſang his riſing Joy. £ 


AI R. * 
Hence frae my Breaſt contentious Care: 
Ye've tint. the-Power to pine, N f 
My Feany's good, my Feany's fair., 
And a her Sweets are mine. bd 10 00 


(436) 
0 ges 8 gie me Fowth 
| ear enc hinti 
A Thoufand Ich And lu) Modity * + 
Gi'e Heaven with ilka Kiſs. OT 
rm nn mrnnnmnnnn— — — 


The TOAST. 
To the Tune of, Saw ge my e 10 


OME kts hte mairf Wine I, % , 
Bacchus hates IG N N 

Venus loos nae Dining. H 7 ang i ph 
Let's be * And. ee. 

Away with dull, Here t'ye, Sir, 

 Ye're Miſtreſs, Robie, gies her. 

We'll drink her Health wi eee 1 194 
Wha's belov'd by cher. Il 0 5 


Then let Pe warm Wo 
That's a. Lo co _— ves 
And to Joys alarm ye, WF 
| Sweet is ſhe to me. Sth rie bt 
Some Angel ye wad ca her, | 
And never wiſh, an brawer, : Ly 
If ye bare headed ſaw her, 
Kiltet to the Knee. 


e 


PEGGY a dainty Mak 5 is, 
Come let's join our Glaſſes, 
And refreſh our Hauſes, 
With a Health to thee. 
Let Goofs their Caſh be clinkiog, 
Be Stateſmen tint in thinking. 
While we with Love and r 
, Give our Carcs the Lie. 


— > to 


Magie's 


1 


(9 
Magit's Tags”; 


To Its Win ime.” 2. 
HE Meal was dur bart ſyne, -- 


We buckl'd us a' the gither; 
And Maggie was in her Prime, 


Twa Piſtals charg'd bg 
To gie the courting Shor; 
And ſyne came ben the Laſs, 


Wi' Swats drawn frae the Sütt. | 
He firſt ſpeer'd at the Guidman, 


121 50 ˙¹ 


When Willie made Cou rtſhi cll ner: 1 57 


wit of 27 


And ſyne at Giles the Mither, 


And ye wad 


My y ep 
III gi' you 


* 


1 „* N , 
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gi's a Bit Land, of, 5 
Wee ' d buckle us e en the n 


ter ye ſhall , Jy 
er by the Hand; 


But I'll part wi! my Wife be Row 


Or I 


Your Tocher it fall be As | 
There's nane fall hae its Maik, 
The Laſs bound 1 in her Shood; 
And Crummie who kens her Stake: 
With an auld Bedden o Claiths, 


rt wi my Land. 


Was left me by my Mithery 


They're jet black o'er wi' Fleas, 


S 


$4 281 


Ye may cudle in them the gither. - 


Ye ſpeak right well Guidman, 
* - 


But ye maun mend 

And think o — 
Gin ye Il not quat your Land: 
We are but young, ye ken, 


— 


Herr 


And now we're gawa the gither, - 


we 


500 
* 
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| A Houſe is burr and benn, 
AnthGrummie will want her Fother. . 


9 £ ” 


are coming on, © 


And they'll „O their Mither!  _ 


We have nouther Pot nor Pan, 


But four bare Legs GIN... 


Your Tocher's en h 
For that Sole oa ou N 


Twa good Stilts to the P 
And 15 our ſell maun — Na 
Ye ſhall bt twa good Pocks - 
That anes were o the Tweel, - 

The t'ane to had the Grots, 

The ither to had the Meal: 


With ane auld Kiſt made of Wans, 


And that ſall be your Coffer, 
Wi' aiken Woody-Bands, 


And that ne 


Lonfdder al Seiden, 


pe hae but borrow'd Gear, 
The Horſe that I ride on 


Is Sandy Wilſon's Mare: - 


The Sadle's nine of my ain. u. 

An thae's but borrowed Boots, 
And whan that I gaChame, 0 0 1 -4 

I maun tak to my Coots: * 


The Cloak is Geordy Hatt's, 11 
That gars me look ſae Crouſe; 
Tome fill us a Cogue of Swats, 
We'll make nae mair e 


Tilke you well, young 1.4. bol. 


For telling me fac plain, 
I married when little I bad 
nn 


t 38800252888 


But ſin that Things are ſac, | 
The Bride ſhe maun come furth. 
Tho' a the Gear ſhe'll: ha e, 
It'll be but little worth. 2 

A Bargain it maun be. 

Fy cry on Giles the Mither; 
Content am TI, = ONT 
Een gar the Hiſhe come hither; 
The Bride ſhe gade till her Bed. 
The Bridegroom he came till her; 
The Fidler crap in at the Fit, 

An they cudl'd it a the gither. 


% 
- « V9 o& 0 4 L 


—— — 


e 
To the Tune of, Blint over the Burn ſweet 


EAVE Kindred and Friends, fivect Betty, | 


Leave Kindred and Friends for me; 
Afſur'd thy Servant is ſteddy _ Shs Fe 
To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 


The Gifts of Nature and Fortune 


May fly, by Chance, as they came; 
They're Grounds the Deſtinics ſport on, 
But Virtue is ever the ame. 


Altho my Fancy were roving,” .' 
Thy Charms fo heavenly appear; 

That other Beauties diſproving, + 
I'd worſhip thine only, my Dear: 


And ſhou'd Life's Sorrows embitter | 


The Pleaſure we promis d our Loves 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſſunder, like Doves, 


* 


* 
2 
A 
% 4 
* 
* 
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Oh! were 1 but oe io bleſſed, . 
To graſp my Love in my Arms | 2 
By thee to be graſp'd! and kiſſed! 
And live on thy Heaven of Charmet | 
I'd laugh at Fortune's Caprices, 
Shou'd Fortune capricious prove; 
Tho Death ſhou'd tear me to , #3 1 9 
Td * a Martyr te to 1 vv ; 901 b at 


: . - 
. 2 „* — A. tht ttt. at SE I 


| mm ” 
- * 


ASQNG,. —- 
To the Tune 5 The bene 9 Morning 
ELESTIAL Mules, . tune your 


8 Grace all my Raptures — your Lays 


Charming, enchanting Kaze inſpires, _ _ 
In lofry unds her Beauties praiſe: 3 
How undeſigning ſhe diſplays 7x Ws 
- Such Scenes, as raviſh with Rc 2 
Tho' brighter than Meridian Rays, 4 3 * « - I U 
They dazlc not, but pleaſe che Sight. © # 


' Blind God gire this, this e Bu 
1 neither will nor can her harm 
I would but gently touch her Heart, * af He 
And try for once if that cou'd hn | 
Go, Venus uſe your fav'rite Wille. 
As ſhe is beauteous, make her kind. 0 
Let all your Graces round her brite. 1 5 i: is a \ 
| And oth be alf 1 Comfort fad. Pairs get” Ma 
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. 
When thus, by yielding, Im o'erpaid, 
And all my anxious Cares remov'd, 
In moving Notes, II tell the Mad, 
With what pure laſting Flames Lloyd. 
Then ſhall alternate Life and Death, 
My raviſh'd flutt ring Soul poſſeſs,” © 
The ſofteſt tend'reſt Things I'll breath, — 
Betwixt each am vous fond Careſs. 9 * oo 


WW 


Fl - 2 * 
» 4 "— > — 4 — 1 bet 6... am. Bs 
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r 
To the Tune of, The Broom of Cowdenkr6ws, ; 


8 to the Pow'r of Love, 
By Nell's reſiſtleſs Charms, . 
The Fancy fix d no more can roy 
Or fly Love's ſoft. Alarms, 
ay Damon had the Skill to ſhun | 
All Traps by Czpia lad. 
Until his Freedom was undone / 
By Nell the conquering Maid. 


But who can ſtand the Force of Love N ;. 2 
When ſhe reſolves to kills? 

Her ſparkling Eyes Love's Arrows prove, 
And wound us with our Will. 

O happy Damon, happy fair, 
What Cupid has begun, r | 

May faithful Hymen tako a Care yp 
To ke it fairly done, e 9 


1 2 — 4 * bu py. 4 


5 2 - 


| f W 
8 O NG. | 
Tune of Logan Water. - eadur Br 
| pita: hinnuleo me ſemilis, . * 
"ELL me Hamilla, tell me why f 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? * 
Why 4 his ſoft Embraces fly, G 
Andall his kind-Endearments fun: 1 
So flies the Fawn with Fear oppreſꝭ d. 89 
Seeking its Mother ev'ry where, 

| It ſtarts-at-evy'xy empty Blaſt, t. 
| And trembles when no Danger's new N 

And yer I keep thee but in View, 55 A * | 


To gaze the Glaries of thy 3 1 b 
Not with a hateful Step purſue, 
As Age, to rifle ery Bun 


g 4 


Ceaſe then, 4 Wildnes, OY Wood; 


= But haſte all Rivals to.outſhine, © Pr. 
1 And grow mature, and ripe for Joy, 71. a 
| _ Leave Mamma 8 r and come to mine. W. Ar 
N | 

= cm ITN get N = M. 

A South-Sea Sang. £ = 

Tune of, For our lang, biding hero. | 

Bu 


EN we came to London Town; | | | 
We dream'd of Gowd'in Gowpings here, Th 
And Wan ran up and down, 


tv riſing cke to buy a Ski * 


We 


( 43) 
We daftly thought to row in Rowth,- 
But for our Daffine pay'd right dear; 
The lave will fare the war in Trouth, 


For our lang biding here. 


But when we fand our Purſes toom, 

And dainty Stocks began to fa', 
We hang our Lugs, and wi a Gloom, 
Girn'd at Stockjobbing ane and #. 
If ye gang near the South-Sea Houle, 
The Whillywha's will grip ye'r Gear, 
Syne a the lave will fare the war., 

For our lang biding here. 


— 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


_ = . 3 —— 
* " 7 "4 * * , ” 


y Looks have kill'd-my Heart. 


Bell th 

O0 I paſs the Day in Pain, 

When Night. returns I feel the Smart, 
And wiſh for thee in vain; 

I'm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm, 
Have Pity and incline, A 

And grant me for a Hap that charm- 
lng. Petticoat of thine. . no Se» 


My raviſh'd Fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy Charms, 
Deluſive Dreams ten thouſand Ways 
Preſent thee-to my Arms: : 
But waking think wha. I endure, _ 
While cruel you decline 1 
Thoſe Pleaſures, which can only cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine. 


* 


* 


5 . 

1 faint, 1 fail, and wildly" rove; E 719 34 | 
Becauſe you ſtilſl denn 

The juſt Reward that's due to Lore, 
And let true Paſſion die. ©; 

Oh! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize --- --/ \} + 

That lovely Breaſt of thine; 

Thy Petticoat could give me Eaſe,” ( 


It thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heaven has fitted for Delight 
| 2 beauteous Form of thine, +: 
thou'rt too its Law to light, _, - 
By hindring „ Deſga. 25 N 
May all the Powers of Love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my Chains, and ſet me free 


A SONG to the Tune of, —Chami ma charts, | 
ne duce ar mi. | 


* . . 


HEN innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crown 
G | Upon a green. Meadow, or under a Tree, 
Eier Annie became a fine Lady in Town, 


= _ 0 = 
_ 0 
_—— 2 
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0 
How lovely and loving and bony was ſhe? 
: Rouze-up thy Reaſon, my beautifu Annie, E 
| Let neer a new Whim ding thy Fancy a-jee; 
| Ol as thou art bony be faithtu” and"*cany, © F 
And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. - 
4 - t 32-30 HL C3 116. ee 


tie, 
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Does the Death of a.Lintwhite give Aunie the Spleen? 
Can tyning of Trifles be uneſay to thee ? 
Can Lap-dogs and Monkies draw-Tears frae theſe Een, 
That look with Indiffterence on poor dying me? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu Annie, 
And dinna prefer a Paroquet to me; 
O ! as thou art bony, be prudent and can, 
And think en thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Ahl ſhou'd anew Manto or Flanders Lace-Head. 
Or yet a wee Cottie tho? never ſo fine. 
Gar thee grow forgetfu* and let his Heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome Hope of purchaſing thine. | | 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu Annie, 
And dinna prefer ye'r Fleegeries to me; 
O! as. thou art bony be ſolid and cany, 2 
And tent a true Lover that doats upon the. 


Shall a Paris Edition of new fangle Sany, __ 
Tho' gilt o'er i Laces and 'Frin W 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Annie, | 
And aim at theſe Benifonspromisd-to. me. 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And never prefer a light Dancer to me; 


— 


O] as thou art bony be conſtant and cany, 


Love only thy Jamisyvha doats upon thee. 


O! think, my dear Char mer, on ilka ſweet Hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
Eer Squirrels or Beaus or Fopery had Pow'r 
To rival my Love and impoſe upon thee. was 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu Amie, 
And let thy Deſires be a' center'd in me; 
O ! as thou art bony be faithfu* and can 
And loye him — 25 Knging to center in ILY 


o - 


* 
, 
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The Bubif Danblare. | es 
881k lend me your braw Hemp Heels, ” 


4 


And I'll lend you my Thripling n 50 


For Fainneſs, Deary, Fil gar ye keckle, 
If yell go ME Bob of Dunblane. 

Haſte ye, gang to Ground of yer; Trankies,.. 
Bust ye wi and-dinna think 1 3 

Conkider 3 in Time, if leading of Monkies 


Be beter rh dancing the Bb of Dinan, 


* Be frank, my Laſſie, Jeſt 1 grow fickle; : 


And take my Word and Offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye didna accept of the Bob of Dunblane. | 
The Dinner, the Piper and Prieſt ſhall be A | 
And I'm grown dowie with lyin Lo lane, 


* Away then leave baith Minny and 


1 8 wich we the Bob of Dela. 


; 
>. 4 
: * 

4 8 


0 N 6, ee of Alla. : 
16 the run: of- Apron Dea. 


1 Chloe! thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my Breaſt, 
Since 1-parted from ther Im a Stranger to Reſt, 


— 


I iy to the Grove, there to lan iſh and ms, . | 
There ſi far my Charmer, long to return. 
The Fields all around me are ſmiling and „ Tf 3 
© Butrthey fmile all in vain - my Chloe's away; 
The Field and the Grove can afford me no en, 
f As Wing i me * Chloe, Deſart * 


* 
_ —— 2 - 
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No Virgin I ſee that my Boſomalarms, * © 
Im cold to the faireſt, cho glowing with Charms; 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye; * 
Theſe are not the Looks of my Chloe, I cry. * 
Theſe Looks where bright Love like the Sun wn oat 


| thron'd,- 

And ſmiling diffuſes. his Influence e 7 95 
"Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my — 
Thus gaz d thee with Wonder, and lov'd while I gaz d. 


Then, then the dear Fair One was ſtill in my Sight, 
It was Pleaſure all Day, it was Rapture all Night: 
But now by hard Fortune remoꝝ d from my Fair, 

In ſecret I languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair. 
But Abſence and Torment abate not my Flame, - 


My Chlo#s*ftill charming, my Paſſion the ame; — | 


O] would ſhe preſerve mea Place in her Breaſt. | 
n r a guns 50 wouldbe ble. 


Z 3 18. 
— — — — —— — 
— 24 
8 0 N G, Mi 55 BE 
To the Tune bl fred my 1 on s ber | 
Right Synthia Power divinely- tat 1 2 
t, What Heart is not obeying? L 
A thouſand Cupid on her wait, a 


And in her Eyes are playing. 


She ſeems the Queen of Love to reign . E . 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes - | - i ; £12: 
Such Sweets as beſt can entertain -- -_ } 1 uh 


The Gull of all the Senſes, 


ce 


— 
- 
4 — — 


8 
lte ables: pet bringe, ; 


Her Breath gives balmyBliſles; - 32 * 


I hear an Angel when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of Heaven in K iſſes. 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with jor, ” 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure: 


Let me the other Senſ& em daa Ly 
Pare: v $14.0 1 145 X 


And A 


A SONG,” 
w Tha of, Tut. . 


E LL me, tell me, ene Coratare; 
| Will you never caſe my Pain? 
Muſt I die for every Feature? 
_. Muſt I always love in- van? 
The Defire of Admiration 
Is the Pleaſure you purſues - 
Pray thee try a laſting Paſſion, 
Such a Love as mine for ear er 6F 


Tears and ghing could not move you; 4 
For a Lover ought to dare: ; 

When I plainly told 1 lowd you, 
Then you I went too far. 

Are ſuch giddy Wa 1s beftering? 1 
Will my be fickle it?” ” n 

Conqueſt is th Joy of Women 
Le ther Savee whe they on. 1 


84 
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PA 
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Your Neglect with Torment fills me,, -, 
And my deſperate Thoughts inercaſe; 
Pray confider, if you kill me, - 
You will have a Lover leſs. | 
If your wand'ring Heart is beating 
For new Lovers, let it be: | 
But when you have done coquetting, 
Name a Day and fix on me. 


— Wn 
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N vain, fond Youth, thy Tears give Oer; 

What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy Truth I own, thy Fate deplore: 
All are not happy that are true: 


Supf reſs thoſe Sighs, and weep no more; 
Twere all in vain, fince any Power, 
To crown thy Love, mu ſt alter mine, 


But if Revenge can caſe thy Pain, 
I'll ſooth the Ills I cannot cure, 

Tell that I drag a hopeleſs Chain, 

And all that I inflict endure. 


* 
CT 
% 


Should Heaven and Earth with thee combine, | 


| 
. 
: = 
: 
l 
bl 
| | l 
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The Roſe in Yarrow, 
To the Tune of, Mary Scor. 


-9 WAS Summer, and the'Day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from Care, 
Beguiling Thought, forgetting Sorrow, 
I wander'd o'er the Braes of Yarrow; 
Till then deſpiſing Beauty's Power, 
J kept my Heart my own ſecure; 
But Cupid's Art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's Charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel Love. no Bribe receive? 
No Ranſom take for. Mary's Slave? | 
.Her-Frowns of Reſt and Hope deprive me, 


Her lovely Smiles like Light revive me. G 
No Bondage may with mine compare, 

Since firſt I ſaw this charming Fair, bo 7 
This beauteous Flower, this Roſe of Yarrow 


In Nature's Gardens has no Marrow. _ L 


Had I of Heaven but one Requeſt, 

I'd ask to ly in Mary's Breaſt; 
There would I live or :diewith Pleaſure, 

Nor ſpare this World one Moment's leiſure, 

Deſpiſing Kings and all that's great, 

I'd fmile at Courts and Courtiers Fate; 

My Joy complete on ſuch a Marrow, 

Pd-dwell with her and live on Yarrow. 


= But tho ſuch Bliſs I neer ſhould gain, 

= Contented ftill III wear my Chain, 

=_ In hopes my faithful Heart may move her; 
For leaving Life I'll always love her, 


* 


What 


hat 
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What Doubts diſtract a Lover's Mind ? 
That Breaſt all Softneſs muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my Marrow, 
The lovely bedutcous Roſe of Yarrow. 


* * 
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The Fair Peter 
A S ON G---Tv its 00m Tine. 


Lovely Laſs to a Friar came | 
| To confeſs, in'a Morning WY 
In £ "hs my Dear, are you to blame? 
Come own it all ſencerely. + 00 
I've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a Lad who loves me dearly. 


The greateſt Fault in myſelf I Know, 
*. what I now 7 3 

en you to Rome for that Muſt go . 

There Diſcipline to ſuffer. | 
Lake-a-day Sir! if it muſt be fo, 

Pray with me fend my Lover. 


No, uo, my Dear, you ub But dream, 


But if with me youll repeat the ſum em, 
Pl. pardon your paſt Þ falling 5 


J muſt own, Sir, tho? I bluſh for dens | 


That your Penance is prevailing. -- 


C 2 


We'll have no double Dealing; out © 4m of 


I pity'd 


- The ft Time. 1 cnn Or the Mor. 


HE laſt Yap I came o'er the Moor, 


1. I left my. Love behind me; 
Ye Powers! what Pain do ! endure, 


When ſoft Ideas mind we? * 
Soon as the ruddy Morn difplay'd 
The — 5 — IM . 
I met betimes EP. . 5 
In fit Retręats * Wooing. | 


Ry. the cooling _ we lay, 
and chaſtly orting; 
We ki kils and: — Time“ away. 
Till Night — her black Curtain. 
Ki beneath the Skies, -  — 
Ev'n Kings when ſhe was,nigh me; . 


In Raptures I beheld; her Eyes, 


Which could but ill deny me. 


Shou en FT 


Where mortal Steel may wound me; 


Or caſt upon ſome. fareigu Shore 
Where Dangers may ſu arreund me: | 


Yet Hopes again ta lee. my Love, 
To feaſt on glowing Kiſſes 
Shall make my Cares at diſtance move, 


In Prodpect & of Aug Rliſſes. 


: Tn all my Soul there's not one Pace 


Lo let a Rival enter: 


| Suuce ſne excels in every ce, 
In her my Love ſhall center. 


1 


Lak 


Sooner the Scas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 

Their Waves the Alps ſhall cover; 
On Greenland Ice Ol Roles grove, 26 
Before I ceale to love her. 


— 


The next Time 1 go. Oer the Moor, 
She ſhall a Lover find me; | 
And 7 y Faith is firm and Pure, 
Tho' Fl:tr her behind me: 4. 
Then Hymen's ſacred Bonds thallchain * 


My Heart to her fair Boſo nm 


There, while my Being does remain. 
My Love more freſh, "ſhall bloſſom. 


T be Laſs of Peaty's Mil, 
HE Laſs of Peaty's Mil, 
— bonny, blyrh, and gays 
In ipight of all my Skill, 
Hath my Heart away. 
When tedding of the Hay _ | 
Bare-headed on the Green, . 
Love midſt her Locks did play, n Oe, , 
And wanton'd in her Een. 42s 


Her Arms, white, round, and 3 
Breaſts riſing in their Dawn, - | 
To Age it would give Youth, 

To preſs em with his Hand. 

Thro' all my Spirits ran | 
An Extaſy of Bliſs, LEG COLETTE 
When I ſuch Sweernefs Hund „0 d 
W en vugpug og 


a» — - * — * 
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Without the help of Art, 
Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 
She did her Sweets impart, 
When &er ſhe ſpoke or ſ{mil'd. 
Her Looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected Pride, 
She me to Love beguil'd, _ 
I wiſt'd her for my Bride. 


O had I all that Wealth 

f. high Mountains fill, 

Infur'd long Life and Health, 5 
And Pleaſures at my Will; To 

I'd promiſe and full, wr 

That none but bony ſhe, 

The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, Wor 

Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi me. 


— * 4 2 * * : a r 
— | 4 * * + 
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3 % ler x: 
GREEN SLEEVES... 
NIV E watchful Guardians of the Fair, 
Who skiff on Wings of ambient Air, 
Ot my dear Delia take a Care 
And repreſent her Lover, 
With all the Gaiety of Tout, N 
With Honour, Juſtice, Love and Truth; 
Till I return, Paſſions ſooth, 
For me, in Whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid Slave, 

With Soul ſunk in a golden Grave, 

Who knows no Virtue but to ſave, 1 4 
With glaring Gold bewitch her. 1 


N 


1 _ 
— 


Tel 


Her virtuous Soul's an ample Mine, 


| ($54). * 

Tell her, for me ſhe was deſign d, | 

For me, who know how to be kindy ._ 
And have mair Plenty in my Mind, | 
Than one who's ten Times richer. 


Lt all the World turn upſide down; As 

And Fools run an eternal Round, 2 

In Queſt of what can ne er be found. 
To pleaſe their vain Ambition. 


Let little Minds great Charms eſpy 


In Shadows whichat diſtance ly, 
Whoſe hope'd for Pleaſures, when come nigh, 
Prove nothing in Fruition. | 


But caſt into a Mold divine, 
Fair Delia does with Luſtre ſhine; -- 


Which yields a conſtant Treaſure. 
Let Poets, in ſublimeſt Lays; 
Employ their Skill her Fame to raiſe ; 
Let Sons of Muſick . paſs whole Days 

With welktun'd Reeds to pleaſe he, 


32 
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The Tellow-hair'd Laddie. : 


N April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 
And Summer, approaching rejoiceth the Swainz 
The Tellow-hair'd Laddie would oftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn- 

trees grow. a RTE 35 


. 
— 


i 


There, under the Shade of an old facred Thorn, 
With Freedom he ſung his Loves Ev'ning and Mora - 
He ſang with ſo ſaft and inchanting « Sound 1 


That Siluens and Fairies unſeen dane d around. 
C 4 The 


* 
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The Shepherd thus ſung, Tho” young Maya be fair, 
Her Beauty is daſh'd with a fcoxnfu' proud Air; 

But Suſie was handſome, and ſweetly could fing, 
Her Breath like the Breezes perfum'd in the Spring. 


That Madie in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 

Like the Moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke 
Truth: Sing | Sp 

But Suſie was faithful, good-humour'd and free, 

And fair as the Goddeſs "who ſprung from the Sea. 


That Mamma's fine Daughter, with all her great. 
Dow'r: r 

Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſowyr: 

1 Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would Parents agree, 

Tube witty fweet Ste his Miſtreſs might be. 


— . —— — — 


— 


NAN NT O. 

HILE ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Health, 
| "Twixt Lais and the Bagme, 

4 Ill aave my ſelf, and without Stealth 

= Kiſs and careſs my Nunm -O. 

{1 She bids more fair t'engage a Fove | 


1 | Than Leda did or Danae 


Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fir but Nanm- O. 


. How joyfully my Spirits riſe, 
| When dancing ſhe moves finely--O.! 
Ig what Heaven is by her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle {0 divinely--O. Re 


2 * 
* 
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Attend my Vow, ye Gods, while I 
rreathe i in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, 


ls long's ye grant me Nam O. 
Cn or 2 8. 
My bony, Nanny 
Mo i by Nanny Nanny 
I care not 7 the the: Warld do | Arq 
How dearly I love Naimy--O.. - 


at. a4.- 


Boy J E A N 


| OVE's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove, 


Said, Cupid, bend thy Bow with _ 
| or let the — at Random rove, 
or Fea 3 haughty Heart muſt bleed. 
in 


he ſmiling Boy, with divine Art, 
rom Paphos ſhot an Arrow keen, 
hich flew, unerring, to the 1 | 
nc kit 4 the Pride of bony Fean 


No more the h, with hau Air, 
Refuſes Wally Ny : Addreſs ;; sb As | 
Her yielding Blu ſhes ſhew no Cars, 12 
But too much Fondneſs tg ſuppreſ. 
No more the Youth is (Fen now; 
But looks the gayeſt on the Green, 
hilſt every Day he ys ſome ner 
Surpriſing Charms in bony Jean. 


tbouſand Tranſports crowd his Breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 
is former Sorrows ſeem a Jeit, 


Now when his Jung is tura'd kind: 
4 


* 


- 
- 
— 
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Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The, glorious Fields of War look mean; 
The chearful Hound and Horn give Pain, 


If abſent from his bony Fean. 


The Day he ſpends in am'rous FER 
Which even in Summer ſhorten'd ſeems; , 
When ſunk in Downs, with glad amaze; , 

He wonders at her in his Dreams. 

All Charms diſelos'd, ſhe looks more e bright 
Than Troy's fair Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
With breaking Day he lifts his _ 
And pants to be with bony Fear. 


— 


” * - 
* a , : - & # = r 2 * 
Tay * — 2» 
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When throw-the Wood, Laddic, e 


| Throw the 2 Laddie. 


. why bares thou thy Nelly, Gen 
O hy Preſence cqu'd eaſe me, To 
When naething can pleaſe me. 


Now dowie I ſigh on the Bank of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood, Laddie, until va on] return. 


Tho Woods now are re bony, and Mornings are clear, 
| While Lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And Primroſes ſpringing; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my Eye or my Far, 
When throw the Wood, Laddie, ye dinna appezr. 


That 1 am forſaken, ſome ſpare no to tell; 
Im faſh'd wi' their Scorning, 
Baith Ev'ning and Morning; 
Their Jcering gaes aft to my Heart wi” a Knell, 


7 I's 
; F : 1 0 e 
0 . | - 
4 a 
- 
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1 15 


— 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nac langer «=p 
But quick as an Arrow. 
Haſt here to thy Marrow, 


Wha's living in langour till thar happy Day, 
When yew. the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance; fig 


and play. 


a # = 


Down the Burn Davis. 


7 HE N Trees did bud, and Fields weregreen, 
And Broom- bloom'd- fair to ſee; 
Wnen Mary was complete Fifteen, 
And Love laughed in her Eye, 
Blyth Davie's Blinks her Heart did move- 
To ſpeak her Mind thus free, 
Gang down the Burn, Davie, Love, 
And I ſhall follow thee... 


Now Davie did each Lad' ſurpaſs; 
That dwelt on this Burnſide, 

And: Mary was the bonnieſt. Laſs; 
Juſt meet to be a Bride; 

Her Cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her Een were bonny blue; 
Her Looks were like Aurora bright, a Sr rs 
Her Lips like dropping Der. 


As down the Burn they took their Way, 2 
What tender Tales they ſaid; 
His Cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her Boſom play d, 
Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, | 
In yonder Vale they lean'd them down;. 1 
2 3 0 Ss 
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What päfs d, I gueſs, was harmleſs — | 
And 3 unmeet; | 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay, _ | 

3 They H e Werk fle fert, __ 
And that they aften ſhou'd return 
Sic Pleaſure to renew, a 

Quoth Mary, Love, I like the Burn, 3 
And ay ſhall follow you. : Ws 


n 
To the Tune of, Gilder Roy. 
-A Hl Cloris, cou'd I now but fit - 
As unconcern'd, as when a 
Four Infant Beauty cou'd beget 
No Happineſs. nor Pain. 
When I this Dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming Day, 
T little thought that riſing Fire, 
Wou'd take my Reſt away. A 


Tour Charms in harmleſs Child hood lay, 
As Metals in a Mine; „ 
Age from no Face takes more away, 
Than Youth conceal[d in thine: RE 
But as your Charms inſenſibly «Toe! 
JT o their Perfection preſt ; | 
So Love as unperceiv'd did fly, 


And center d in my Breaſt. _ £1 | 2 

| ; * * 7 

My Paſſion with your Beauty gee. 4}. Iſt 
"Io hile Cxpid at my Hearr .. Thi 
Still as his Mother favour'd you,  _ "BY Anc 


0 f 0 » . G * 
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Each gloried in their wanton Part; „ 
To make a Lover, he 

Employ'd the utmoſt of his Art; 
To make a Beauty, * 


As ON G. | 
. Te the Tune of, The jellow«bair's Laddie. 


E She herds and Nymphs that adorn the gay 
in, 


roach from your Sports, and attend to m Sti; 
— all your Number a Lover ſo ls. 


Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch Bliss in his V ie. 


Was ever a Nymph ſo hard- hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I — 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 


dot calmiy and mildly reſigns me to Death. 


She calls me her Friend ; but her Lover denies, 
She ſmiles when I'm chearful, but hears not my der. 
A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo an Air, 

laſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair! ; 


I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears. 


* 


Her Anſvrer confounds, while her Manner 3 5 


When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips bleſs her in ſpite of my Grief. 


By Night, while I lumber, ſtall haunted 8 
| ſtart up in Anguiſh, and 'Ggh for the Fair: 
The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do ſol 


ne nnen mine ty NN 1 


enn 


Then gaze at a diſtance; nor farther n 
Nor think ſhe ſhould love, whom ſhe cannot admire. 


- Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her Slave, 
- © Commend her to Heaven, and thy ſelf to the Grave. 


X. 


3 
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To the Tune of, When fhe came 15 ſhe bobed. 


'OME, fill me a Bumper, my Jolly brave Boys, 
os Let's us no mare Female er von and 
0 


For. I'vetry'd the Endearments and Pleaſures of Love 
And I find theyre butt Nonſenſe and Whimſies, by 


Jan +: 
When firſt of all nay Leong r 
— like a Foob and ſhe figh'd "4 like a Saint: 


Þ But I found her Religion, her Face and her Love, 
1 Were . Paint, and Self-Intereſt, by Fove. 


| Sweet Ceeil came next with her languifhing Air, 
Her Out ide was orderly, modeſt and fair, 

But her Soul was ſophiſticate, ſo was her Love, 
For I found- ſhe was only a Serumper, *& Jove. 


ü Little double-gilt Jen Gold charn?d me atlaſt: 

Jou know Marriage and Money together does beſt. 

| = But the Baggage forgetting her Vows and her Love, 
7 Gave her Go to a een 88 Coxcommb, by uh 


| Come: All me a Bumper hen; rolly bre 
Here's a Farewelto Female Impert nence and i 


= 1 
Nd 


Farewell all my Friends and my We * 


( 63) 
1 know few of the Sex that are worthy my Love: 
And for E and Fitts, 1 abhor N 8 


— * 
— — —— ———_—_ 
7 * 


1 — * * 


Dou AR TON's Drums. 


UMBARTO N's Drums beat bonn 
D When they mind me of my dear * 

How happy am I, 

When my Soldier is by, 
While he kiſles and bleſſes his Annie--O! n 2, 
"Tis a Soldier alone can delight me--O; _ | 0 
For his graceful Looks do invite me- O0 : 


While e guarded i in his Arms, - | | 2 


I' fear no War's Alarms, 


Neither Danger nor Death ſhall ver right me--O, | | 
My Love is a handſome Laddie--O, 


Genteel, but ne er foppiſh nor gaudy--O: 
Tho' Commiſſions are dear, 
Yet I'll buy him one this Year :. 


For he ſhall ſerve na longer a Cadie- O. * 1 


A Soldier has. Honour and. Bravery--O, | : 
dan with Rogues and their arr. 


He minds no other Thing, . 


But the Ladies or the King : | — 
For every other Care is but 1 


Then LI be the Captain's Lady--O, 4 


Pll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the Drum, 


And when ere that E I be -o. . 


3 "WF, 


. : u 1 
— — 2 — . —— +. bd” EET 
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2 Drums ſound — 
- They are ſprightly 7 Dear Nd 


— When on my Soldier's Knee 
— blcilce his Em? 


_ 
. 


Auld Tang Hne. 
HOU LD auld A aifiratice be forgot, 
8 Tho' they 3 Scars? 
Theſe are the noble Hero's Lot, 
Obtain d in glorious Wars: 
Welcome, my VA to, to my Breaſt, 


Thy Arms about me twine, 
And make me once again as bleſt, 


As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks ardund vs on each bog 
A thouſand Cypiths play, 
Whilſt thro the Groves 1 walk with you, 
Each Object makes me gay: 
Singe * our urg. the Sun and Moon 
Wir brighter Beams do ſhine, 


Streams — 4 ſoft Notes 9 they Ty 5 8 


As they did hog ne. 


Deſpiſe the Court and Din of State; 
Let that to their Share fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch Slav ry great, 
While bounded like a Ball: 
4 But ſunk in Love, upon my Arms 


Wettp e our ſelves with n Charms, 
"As we did lang fyne, 
3 
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O'er Moor and Dale, with your Fay ves 
You may purſue the Chace, 
And, after a blyth Bottle, end 
All Cares in my Embrace: 
And in a vacant rainy Day 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 
We'll make the Hours 'run ſmooth away, | 
And laugh at lanꝑ ſyne. x 7 


— C 


The Hero, pleas'd with the ſweet Air, oY . BH 
And Signs of generous Love, . OTE 4 
Which had been utter d by the Fair, 3 | 
Bow'd to the Pow'rs above: . 
Next Day, with Conſent and glad Haſte, | 
Th approach'd the facred Shrine; 
Where the good Prieſt the Couple bleſt, 
And * them out of Pine. 


_ 7 — 


Thi Laff Livingſton.” 


ATN*D with her lighting Famis's Fs, = 
Bell dropt a Tear---Bell dropt a Tear, £ 2; | - 
The Gods deſcended froth above, OA 1 
Well pleas d to hear Well pleas'd to bear. 
They heard the Praiſes of the Youth” + 
From her own Tongue--From- her own Tongue | 
Who now converted was to Truth, 
And thus ſhe ſung And thus The fung. 


Bleſt Days when our ingenious Sex, -- 
More frank and kind--More frank and kind, — 
Did not their lov'd Adorers vex 

But ſpoke their Mind But ſpoke their Mind. 


Do 


% 
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Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, 
Wou'd he return———<Wou'd he return, 


She neer again wou'd give him Care, 


Or cauſe him mourn—Or cauſe him mourn. 


Why lov'd I the deſerving Swain,. 

Yet ſtill thought Shame. Vet ſtill. thought. chal 
When he my yielding Heart did gain, 

To own my Flame To own my Flame? 

Why took I Pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem toq coy——And ſeem too coy ?- 


Which makes me now alas lament 


My lighted Joy—My lighted Joy. . YN 


Ye Fair, while Beauty's in its Spri ag; 
Own your Defire——Own- your Deſire, 


| While Love's young Power with his fof * 


Fans up the Fire Fans up the Fire. 
O do not with a ſilly Pride, 


Or lo Deſign Or low Deſign, .. 
Refuſe to be a happy Bride, gn 


But anſwer plain But anſwer plain. 


Thus. the fair Mourner waild her Crime, 4 
With flowing Eyes With flowing Eyes. | 
Glad Famie Ko her all the Time, 

With —_— Surpriſe— With ſweet Surpriſe, 
Some God had led him to the Grove ; 


His Mind unchang d His Mind unchang d, 
Flew to her Arms, and cry'd, My Love, 


"_ . 4 I m revenge d! 


- | Peggy 


Yv *% <4 IN. 
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Peggy, I muſt love thee.- 


S from a Rack paſt all Relief, 
The ſhipwrackt Colin ſpying. 
His native Soil, o'ercome with Griet, 
Half ſunk in Waves, and dying: 
With the next Morning Sun he ſpies 
A Ship, which gives unhop'd Surprize; 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and, waits her Motion. 


So when by her. whom long I lor d. 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 

Low with Deſpair my Spirits mov d, 
To be for ever parted :. . 

Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 

I found in Peggy's Mind and Face; 

Ingratitude appear d then baſe, . 
But Virtue more engaging.- - 


Then now, ſince happily I've hit. 

Vl have no more delaying ; 
Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 

Wie loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: 

Tl haſte dull Courtſhip to aCloſe, 

Since Marriage can my Fears oppoſe; _ 

Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee? 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe,. _ 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 
To ſigh, and facrifice their Eaſe, 


Doating on a proud Beauty: 


\ 


Such 


r 


Such was my Caſe for many a Year, 

Still Hope ſucceeding to my Fear; 

Falſe Betty's Charms now. dip , 
Since Peggy's far outſhine tũem. 


1 p * $ 
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Bessr BEII and Mary GRAr. 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Aber are wa . | 
They bigg'd a Bowerbn yon Burn-brae, 
| And theek'd it o'er wi” Raſhes. 
Fair Beffy Bell I hood yeſtreen, 8 
5 eee | 4 
ut Mary Gray's tu pawky Een. | | 
bo Vir we my Fancy falter. ' | > 
| Now Beſß's Hair's like a Lint-tapz ; Fo 
She ſmiles like a May- Morning, 4121 An 
When Phæbus ſtarts frac Theris' Lap, ang Bb 
The Hills with Rays adorning: Ga 
White is her Neck, Chris her Hand, | 
Hier Waiſte and Feet's fu genty, ; 0 
With ilka Grace ſhe can command; | M 
© Her Lips, O wow! they'redainty. - 
And Mary's Locks are like a Craw, G1 
Her Eyes like Diamonds glances; | A 
She's ay fe clean, red up and braw, | 
She kills wheneer ſhe dances: 3 | M 
Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, ESE > Fe 
She blooming, tight and tall is; | | Ye 
And guides her Airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, { - Yi 
Dove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 00 7 


— 
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Dear Befy Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ye Wy ſair — 4 us; Mk? 
Our Fancies jee between you twa 

Ye are ſic bonny Laſles: 
Wae's me! for-baith I canna get, 

To ane by Law we're ſtented; 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 

And be with ane contented. 


then — * 
— — — Le... 2 unn 
4 * * 


JI. ne ver leave thee. 


| | N 2 
HO for ſeven Years and mair, Honour ſnoud 


5 reave me, J 
To Fields wow Cannons rair, thou need na grieve 
——— ——— — 
For deep in my Spirits thy Sweets are indented; 
And Love ſhall preſerve ay-what, Love has-imprented. 
Leave thee, leave thee, Ill never leave thee, po 
Gang the Warld as it will, Deareſt, believe me. 


Ns LLY. i; 


O Jonny, Pm jealous Whene er ye diſcover, 


My Sentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe Royer; 


And nought i' the, Warld wad; vex my Heart fairer, 
If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. | 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 
A the lang Night and Day, if you deceive me. 

- JoNNY. | 
My Nelly, let never fic Fancies oppreſs ye, 
For, while my Blood's warm, I'll. kindly caxeſs ye: 


| Your blooming faft Beauties firſt beeted Love's fire, - 
Your Virtue and Wit make it ay flame the higher. 


Leave thee, leave'thee, Il never leave thee, - 
Gang the Warld as it will, Deareſt, believe me, 


- Nutty. 


(29a) 
NEL Lu” : 
Then, Jonny, I frankly this Minute allow ye, 
To think me your Miſtreſs, for Love gars me trom rh 
e * N 0 
And gin 1 prove fauſe, to ye'r ſell be it ſaid then, 
Ye'll win but ſnia' Honour to wrang a kind Maiden. ¶ No 


Reave me, reave me, Heavens! it wad reave me \ 
Of my Reſt Night and Day, if ye deceive me. But 
JJ ͤ + FO OS CWEETOETA Ty 
Bid Iceſhogles hammer red Gauds on the Studdy, ( 
And fair Simmer Mornings nae mair appear ruddy: WW an 
Bid Britons think ae Gate, and when they obey ye, 1 
But never till that Time believe T1! betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave: thee, I'll never leave thee; Ye 
The Starns ſhall gang witherſhins e er I deceive thea a 
SI „„ Yo 
—̃ ——— — WY \ 
| Mt Deary, if thou Die-** Ot 
' OVE never more ſhall pe ine Pain. : 
My Fancy's fix'd on thee; — 


Nor ever Maid my Heart ſnall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou di. 
Thy Beauties did ſuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Love's fo true to me: | 


Without thee I ſhall never live, 01's ro e | 8 
My Deary, if thou die. E- $7 
If Fate ſhall tear thee from my Breaſt, F i 


How ſhall I lonely ſtray 7: 
In dreary Dreams the Night I'll waſte, 
In sighs the filentDay, © 
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| neeer can {6 much Virtue find, 85 | _ 

Nor ſuch Perfection fee : ; _— 

OW WThen I'll renounce all Wornan-kind, - = 
My Peggy, after thee. 


len, ¶ No new- blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cupid's raving Rage, | 
But thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart, 
Muſt all the World engage. 
'Twas this that like the Morning Sun 
Gave Joy and Life tom e; 
Y: uud when its deſtin d Day is done, 
| With Peggy let me die. 


Ye Powers that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
a4 And in ſuch Pleaſure ſhare: 

You who its faithful Flames approve, 
= With Pity view the Fair. 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 

Thoſe Charms ſo dearto me; 
Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 3 
m loſt, if Peggy die. 1 — 


n 2 ” 2 - _ | 
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My Jo Janet. 


| WEE T Sir, for your Courteſie, 
} When ye come by the Baſs then, 
For the Love ye bare to me, | * | 
Buy me a Keeking- _ then. ; 
Keek into the Draw-well, | <a 1H | 
Janet, Janet; a 
| And there yell ſee ye'r Jaw fall, 
y My Jo Jan anet. 


: | - Kerking 


. 
* 
— — =” — —— 
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1 . _ Keeking in the Draw-well clear, N 
1 What if I an well and 6 p . 
# Syne a my Kin wi wear, 
4 d my ſell for Sin. | . 
Had the better be the, Brae, A 
Janet, Janet; | | 
Had the better be the Brae; 
NV Fo Janet. 


Good Sir, for your Courteſie, 
Coming throu F. then, eh 1 
For the Love ye hear to me, | 
Buy me a Pair of Shoon then. 
Clout the auld, the new-are dear, 
Janet, Janet; ü 
4 Pair may gain ye baff 4 Tear,. 
My Jo Janet. TS 


But what if dancing on the : Green, 


And skipping like a Maw | | 
| If they hou'd he my clouted . 4 Ss Wo» 
Of me they will be tauking. 
- Dance à lay, and late at E en, Th 
Janer, Janet; | ] 
4 Syne à their Fauts * no be ſeen 
4 © My Fo Janet. : | * 
# Kind'Sir, for your. Courteſie, | | An 
—_ : When ye gae to the Croſs then; 1 
1 = For the Love ye bear to me, For 
1 Buy me a pacing Horſe then. 1 
4 Pace upo your Spinning-whoel, Pl J 


Janer, Janet ; 
Pace * our Spinning-wheel, 3 


Janet. 
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My Spinnin . — is auld and ſtiff, 
The Rock ot winna ſtand; Sir, 
To keep the Temper-pin in riff, 
Employs aft my Hand, Sir. 
Make the beſt o't that ye can, 
Janet, Janet; 


Ss .* 


* T7 


s ON G, 
To the Tune of, one Anderſon my Jo. 


HAT means this Nicaieh now of have, | 
Since Time that Truth does prove? 
Such Diſtance may conſiſt with State, 
But never will with Love. 
'Tis either Cunning or. Diſdain 
That does ſuch ways allow ; 
The firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 
May neither 2 * 


For if it be to draw me on, 
You over- act your Part; 
And if it be to have me gone, 


You need not haff that Art: en 


For if you chance a Look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a Frown. - 
III give you all the Love that spalt, | 

The * Rell be W 


— 


But like it never wale a Mn. 
My Jo janet. 6:46 ddI tri iuan.s 
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Aula * MORIS. T1 


RED 
ULD Rob Moris that wins in youy Glen, 
He's the King of good Fellows,” and Wale of 
- » - auld Men; 
Has fourſcore of black Sheep, and fourſcore too; 
Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo, 
„ —· . ——— 
Ha'd your Tengue Mither, and let that abee, 
For his Eild and my Eild can never agree : 


| They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen; 
| For he is Fourſcore, and Im but Fifteen. 
M1ITHER. 1 f 
| Had Tongue, Doughter, and your Pride, 

| For he's be he beidegromn, and yes be the Brides 

Ti He ſhall ly by your Side, and kiſs ye too. 0 

| j Auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun lo-. 

1 po HTR F 
- 1 0 Auld Rob Moris J ken him fou weel 
mn His A it ſticks out like ony Peer-credl, ' 4 
—_— He's out-ſhin'd, in-kneed and ring! le- yd tos; 
= Auld Rob Moris is the Man I'll ne er loo. 
3 | MITA r 
= Tho' auld Rob Moris be an elderly Mas. JE q 

Vet his auld Braſs it will buy anew Pan; = 

= Then, Doughter, ye: — — 

For auld Rob Moris is the Man ye maun loo. An 

= DOUGHTER. mo} and ( 

_ But auld RO Moris IL never will had W. 
= His Back is fac ſtiff, and his Beard ts — grey” I 
—_—_ I had fitter die than live-wr? him a Year ; | 
= | N mair of Rob Moris I nexfr will hear. Q 
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To the Tune of, Come kiſs with we, come clap with 
e me, &c. 2 

Y Fock | what thou ha „ 
— nae help nor mending ;., + 


For Thou haſt jog d me out of Tune, 


For a' thy fair pretenldingg 
My Mirher ſees a Change on me, 5 
For my Complexion daſhes, , 
And this, alas! has been with thee 
Sae late amang the Raſhes. - : | 
7 0.C.K X.: 
My Peggy, what I've ſaid Ill do,. 
To tree thee frac her Scouling; 
Come then _ let 1 „ 
Nae langer let's ooling:, 
For her — inſtant wed, 
Since thy Complexion daſhes ;: 501 
And then we'll try a Feather- bed, 
"Tis ſafter than the Raſnes. 
E GG.. 
Then Focky ſince thy Love's ſo trus, 
Let Mither ſcoul, I'm (eaſy: | 
dae lang's I live I neer ſhall cue 
For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 
And there's my Hand I ſe ne er complain: 
O! welbs me on the Raſhes; 
When &er thou likes I'll do't again, 
And a Feg for à their Claſhes. * 9 2 


(76) 
SON G, C 
To the Tune of, Rorhes's Lament; or, Pinky-houſe. 


As Sylvia in a Foreſt lay, 

To vent her Woe alone; , . _ _.__ 
Her Swain Sylvander came that Way, LON 1 Il 

And heard her dying Moan.” n. 

Ah! is my Love lhe ſaid) to you 0 

So worthleſs and fo van: N 
Why is your wonted Fondneſs now“ 

"Converted to Diſdain? ge 


You vow'dthe Light ſhould Darkneſs turn, 
Fer you'd exchange your Love; 
In Shades now may Creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I Credit gave | 
To ev'ry Oath you ſwore? _ 
But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, fl 
Who moſt our Charms adore. _ . 
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*Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 
The Practice of Mankmd: — 
Alas! I fee it but too late, l 
My Love had made me blind. 
For you, delighted I could die: 
But Oh! with Grief I'm fil d, | 
To think that credulous conſtant! 
Should by your {elf be kill d. | 


This faid,---all breathleſs, fick and pale, 
Her Head upon her Hand, 
She found her vital Spirits fail, 
And Senſes at a Stand. 2 (7 
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Aud ſport upo the Velvet Fog. 


A227)) * NE 3 
lvander then began to melt 
But ere the Word was given. 


The heavy Hand of Heath ſhe feltg . 
And ſigh'd her Soul to Heaven 1 ; 


* 
* 


= * — ens Kr 


The young Laird and Edinburgh Karr. 


OW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen, 
Coming down the Street, my Fo ? 
My Miſtris in her Tartan Screen, 
Fow bony, braw and ſweet, my — 1 
My Dear, quoth I, Thanks to the Night, 


That never wiſht a Lover ill, e 
Since ye re out of your Mither's Sight, 
Let's take a Wauk up to the Hill.. 


O Katy, wiltu ren 
And leave the dinſome Town a while ;- 
The Blofſom's ſprouting frae the Tree, 1 
And a' the Summer's gawn to imile : - - . | | 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, - „ 
The bleeting Lambs and e EY 
In ilka Dale, Green, Shawand Patk, © 
Will nouriſh Health, and glad yer Mind. 


Soon as the clear Goodman of Dax N 
Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, © 
We'll gae to ſome Burn · ſide and play, 

And Flowers to busk yer Broũb. 
We'll pou the Daiſies on the Green, 8 
The lucken Gowans frae the Bog 
Between Hands now and Ks WR | 
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There's up into a pleaſant. Glen, 
A wee Piece frae my Father's Tower, 
A canny, ſaft and flow'ry Den, 


Which circling Birks — form'd a Bower: 1 


When &er the Sun grows high and warm, 


We'll ro the cauler Sac e remove, 


There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 


And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


”— — 4 
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Kar. s Anſwer. 


Y Mither's : 7 glowran o'er me, 


I canna get leave 
. To look to my Loos 


Or elſe ſhe'll be like toi devour nie. 1 5 


* wy, 


Right fain wad I take yer Offer, 


* 


| Ag wyte ye'r poor Kate, 
When &er yee keek in Pr 


For tho my 3 has plenty , 7 
Of Siller and Pleniſhing dainty, , 
. Let hes unco' 9 4 
To twin; wi his — R 
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And fac we had need to n A = 


Tutor my Parents wi Caution, . 


b ee flka Motion; * rol 


well o yer 11 
Ton Pot te my leal Hal. 
Win them, Ih be at ; your Deron. 
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Tho' ſhe did the ame before er | 
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hen Sandy, yel fret, N re 


* 


"M467 


(629) 


MART; S 


APPY's the Love which meets Returny: 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn 3 4 1 
But Words are wanting to diſcover ar "qe | 
The Torments of a hepelefs Lover. 1 
Ye Regiſters of Heay* n; relate, 1 A5 5 1 
If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark d to m Ek in: 
Mary Scot the Flower of Nen. ane 


< 
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Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fir eber at 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare; .. 


While Mortals with Deſpair explore her,” $19 wht 
And at a Diſtance due adore her. on — 
O lovely Maid! my Doubts beguile,” 


Revive and bleſs me with a Smile: 2 92 
Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debãt a gen . muy 
Sighing Swain the Banks of f array... ef 


Be huſh, ye Fears, II not dtþai * FL nn | 0 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 0. 00 
Then II go tell her all mine; Anguiſh, _ . 
She is too good to let me fariguilh;.. 
With Succeſs crown'd, I will not tnvy 5 
The Folks who dwell aboye ESR. 1.04 


t 253504 
When Mary Scots become 1 Mord e „„ 
, W | OW * 
ell make a en on e l « 0 
Ws E ' 3% 2 1 Het * 1 
2 2 4 int it qu olle 
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12 an wi my 4 


I will awa' wi her, 


my Kin had fworn and ſaid, 8 
Tl oer Bogie i her. 8 2 | 
If I can get but her Conſent, * * 
I dinna gare a Strae A 
Tho'-ilka ane be diſcontent, _ My FT 
„ phy a $4 1 | 
1-will awa', &c. | 
For now ſhe's Miſtris of my Heart, 
And wordy of my Hand, we: / 
And well I wat we ſhanna part | | Th 
For Siller or for Land. | _ 
Let Rakes delight to ſwear and drink, q If 
And Beaus admire fine Lace, | | 
But my chief Pleaſure is, to blink | | In 
© On Betty's bony Face. | SET 
J will awa, &c. © | 
'Y 10 There a? de Beauties do combine, F , 
Of Colour, Treats and Air, oF Sb If 
_ Thc Saul that ſparkles in her Een | 
| iM Makes her a Jewel m_ . f If 
1 Her flowing Wit gives ſhining Li ; | 
= e r ng F Fin 
= | How bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my Wife, 
| And lockt up in my Arms! * 
4 iN I will aws', Ke. . Be: 
—_—_ = OE | 
l K. , There kn 


(„ 
There blythly will I rant and ſing- 
While o'er her Sweets I range, * ws 
I'l cry, Your humble Servant, King, ni 11 
Shamefa* them that wad change, 05 
A Kiſs of Betty, and a Smile, 
Abeit-ye-wad lay down _ WR _- 
The Right ye hae to Britain's lde, ; 
And offer me-ye'r Crown. 8 


— 


I will 2, Ke. 
O'er the Moor to Macer: f 
ND Toer the Moor to Maggy. 3 
Her Wit and Swyeetneſs c me, * 


Then to my Fair Tl ſhow my Mind, 
Whatever may befall me. 
If ſhe love Mirth, I'll learn to fing; 
= likes the Nine 4 follow, 
Illlay my Lugs in Pindus' Pein, 

And invocate Apollo. 


if ſhe admire a martial Mind. <Q e 9 
Ill ſheathe my Limb in Armour | _ 

If to the ſofter Dance inclin dd, * 
With gayeſt Airs I'll charm her: wx 

If ſhe love Grandeur, and Night A 
IU plot my Nation's Ge, 

Find Favour in my Prince's tight, 
And ſhine in future Story. 

Beauty can Wonders work with eaſs; 
Where Wit is correſponding; e 

And braveſt Men know beſt to pleaſe, * SA VUA. 
With Complaiſance abounding. 

gan D OLA | My 
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„„ Lens | oo 7 
Me to what Shape ſne pleaſes, to 300 
If in her Breaſt chat Flame ſhall burn, 11 i! 
Which in ROI" bares ma + 435mm ls 


Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 


— * it wo | 
Polwart on the GREEN. 
T Polwart on the Green 


yon il meet me the-Morn, -- = ile. 


W — Laſſes do convene 


To dance about the Thorn, | 

A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 

A Lover and a Lad compleat, . 5 

The r | nb ] 
Let dorty Dames. fay Na, [29 2A 

As lang as e er hay pleas 8 . 


Seem caulder than the Sna', 


While inwardly they bleez ; | F . 

But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind, | F 
And yicli my Heart to thee; | 

Be ever to the Captive kind, 1 

That langs na to be free. . 8 

Cal 7 P 

nen our ths Gees 5 F 


Amang the new-mawn Hay, HSE! 
With Sangs and Dancing keen Ts 
We'll paſs the heartſome Day. | 

At Night, if Beds be der thrang laid 

Ani thou be twin d thin, 


To take 4 Part of mine. 
3 


sz, 0 
ohn Hay's 2 len Le 
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5 ſmooth winding Tay: 2 Seed was reclining; 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill 1555 pining 

My fell thus away, and darna diſcorenr 
To my bony Hay that Lam her Lover? , 6 tot 


Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes [= 
If ſhe's not my Bride, my Days are nae 123 
Then I'll take a Heart, and try at a Venture, 
May be, e er we part, my Vows may 
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She's freſh as the Spring, and Freer as pt * 

When Birds mount and ſing, bidding Day a Goods 
morrow: ', 

The Sward 'of the Mead, enamel'd with Detfes. 1 

Look wither'd and dead, when e her Grages: 


But if ſhe appear where Vergures i Live 780 27 2 

The Fountains run clear, and F Pe mel the- 
ſweeter: ' 

Tris Heaven to be by, when her Wit is a 188 

Her Smiles and bright Eyo ſet my N BOWS: 
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The mair that I gaze, the deeper Im wounded 
Struck dumb with Amaze, 11 55 Mind i is Poll 


I'm all in a Fire, dear. Maid to: Careſs ye, 147 47 11 | 
For a my — OY: * RE | _— 5 8 
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8 i forth 1 to view the Plain, 

Upon a Morning early, 

While s ſweet Scent did chear y ET : 
From wers which grow ſo rarely: 


a 
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I ask'd her Name: Sweet 2 the aid. 
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I chanc'd to meet a 5 Re Maid, 


She ſhin'd: tho' it was 


My Name is Footage Ogio. 


ſtood a \ whill;' yy dd admire, 


Bs To ſee a Nymph ſo ftately 5 
So brisk an Air there did appear 


In a Country-Maid ſo neatly : 


Such natural Sweetneſs ſhe diſplay d, 


Like a Lillie in a Bogie; — 


Diana's ſelf was ne er array'd © 


Thou Flower of Females, Beauty' s Queen, 
Tho' thou art dreſt in Robes but mean, 


Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize thee ; 


Yet theſe cannot difguiſe thee : 


Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, 


Far excels any, clowniſh Rogie; 


Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 


My charming Katharine Ogio. 


O were I but ſome Shepherd-Swaint 


To feed my Flock beſide thee, 


At Boughting-time to leave the Plain, 5 


In milking to abide thee; 


Fd think my ſelf a happier Man, 


With Kate, my Club, and Dogie, 


Than he that hugs his Thouſands ten, 
Had I but * Ogie. | 


Then I'd ach iſe Na Imperial Throne, 


And Stateſmens dangerous Stations: 
1a be no King, I'd wear no 'Crown, 


1'd ſmilc 4 Nations; 92 wh 


/ 
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Might I careſs and fill NE 
This Laſs, of whom Lin vogie;.. _ 1 

For theſe are Toys, and fill look les + 
Compar'd with Katharine gie. 

But I fear the Gods have not decreed 

For me ſo fine a Creature, 8 

Whoſe. Beauty-rare-makes-her-exceet 
All other Works in Nature,” | + 

Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love. 
That are both dark and fogie: 

Piry my Caſe ye Powers above, 4 * 
Elie I die for Katharine Ogie. X. 


. 
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Ann thou were my ain Thing, 
F Race divine. thou needs muſt be; 
Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 
tor Heaven's ſake, Oh! fayour me, 
Who only lives to love-thee. 
Ann thou were my ain Thing, 
I would love thee, I would love thee ; 


Ann thou were my ain inn, 
How dearly would I love thee ! 


The Gods one Thing peculiar have, 4 luv 
To ruin none whom they can ſave; 85 
O! for their ſake, ſupport a Slave, 
Who only lives to love thee. - 
Ann thou were, &c. 


To Merit I no Claim can make, x4 2 
But that I love, and for your fake, -_ 
What Man can name, I undertake, 

| So dearly do I love thee, Ne ANG? 

ht Am thou were, &c. , 5 
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My Paſſion, conſtant 1 San, . | of 
Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne er Ns ae 3 
Till Fates my Threed of Life bare Os... 

Which breathing out, II love thee. R 
| u wore, ic, „ 

i el Sew. ae- 
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Like Bees that ſuck the Morning Dew, 
Frae Flowers of Hvecteſt, Scent and He, br hn 
Sae wad I dwell upo thy Mou, 
2 ren AT Ts 
Ann thou were, ke. | 


Sie langes 1 had the Uſe of Light, 
Id on th l _ my Sight, 
Syne in Whiſper s h the ht, 
Ta tell how much 1 nobel wg | 
Ann han were, Sc. 8 


How fair and ruddy i is oy: Jean, W e 
She moves a Goddeſs Oer t +: | . 
Were I a King, thou ſhow | 


Nane but my fell aboon thee. ny 18 


Ann thou were, Kc. A . bh 
. p aſp thee to this Breaſt of x mine, £ 
thou, like Ivy, or the Vine, wr 
— ſtronger Limbs ond twin ine, 
Form dy to defend thee. 
Ann thou , Ko. 


Time's on the Wing, and + . 14 
In ſhining Youth let's make our "any 1 1 
Since Love admits of nae delay, 
O let nae Scorn undo thee. 
Ann thou were, KC. 
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While Love does at his Altar ſtand; ' 
Hae there's my He gfe me thy — 1 
And, with ilk Smile thou ſhal 1 


The eee 0 1 | 
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There 1 Thin t e beguile ow? f 


-Y ſweeteſt May, 'fet i Love incline thee, 
T accept a-Heart which he deſigns 1 

and. as your conſtant Slave, r regard i it, 
Syne for its Faithfulneſs Teward it; | 
"Tis Proof a-ſhot to Birth or Money, 
But yields to what is ſoeet and bony ; - 
Receive-it then with a Kiſs and a Sly, 
Theres my Thumb it will ne er . 2 pe. 


- 


How tempting ſweet theſs Heere SY 
Thy Boſom white, and 2 
That when in Pools I rar ad clean em; 

They car 1 away my Heart between em. 

Twiſh, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 


0 gin T had rhee-ona"Mounrais,”— 
. Tho' Kith and Kin and 3 ſhau d revile thee,- N 


There's my Thumb I W 
Alane through flow' ry Hows I dander, © 

Tenting my Flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thow'll gae III dawt thee gayliec, 
And gi'e my 2 Pl! ne'er beguile thee. | 1 
O my dear Laſſie, it is but Daffin, NY: 
To had thy Woer up ay Aff naffiinn 
That Na, na, na, I hate it moſt vitely, =; WY 
* Yes, and 1 .I ne er beguile 1 mee. 
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2 thy hard Heart gives no Relie 


„ 
For the E EAN 


OCKY faid to Jaa. 
Nei er a fit, quo” Team, for my Tocher * 
For my Tocher good, I winna marry thee, 


l ye may let it be. COTE 


1 bat Gow and Gear, Thx Aer, 
I ha' ſeven good Ouyſen * ging in a eugh, 


Ganging * a Pleugh, 
Ant gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


* * 


Iha' a good Ha Houſe, a Barn and a Byer, 
A Stack afore the Door, I'll make a rantin Fire; 
Fil make a rautin Fire, and merry ſhall we be; 
And gin Je inna take mne, I can let 7e be. 
ea faid to ky, e winna Fog” 
2 l be 2 . the Laſs my ſell. 
. Yere a bony Lad, and I'm a Laſſie free, | 
Ye're welcomer to _ me, than to let me be. 
o | Z. 


"LEE 
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To * Tune of, Peggy, I muſt bug -"uh 


n a Beech's teful Shade, 
Young Colin lay enn 
figh'd, a ſeem d to love a 
Without Hopes of obtaini "8; 
For thus the Swain. indulg'd his Griet 
Tho Pity cannot move thee, - 


DE Peggy I mult love thee. 


Feary, wilt thou 40. 7 7 


linking o'er the Lee, * 


„ — __ — 


(90 
Say, rug. whe has Colin don, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him?- . s 

If Love's a Fault, tis that alone, 
For which you ſhould excuſe him: Wo” 

Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais d this Fame,. 
This Fire by which I languiſnu; | 7 

Tis thou alone can quench the fame; | 
And cool its. ſcorching Anguiſh. . Pp 


For thee I leave the ſportive Plain, 
Where every Maid invites me; 
For thee, ſole Cauſe of all my Pain 
For thee that only flights me: F: 
This Love that fires my faithful Heart F wot 

By all but thee's commended. J 
Oh! would thou act fo a Part, 12 
My Grief might ſoon be ended. * 


That beauteous Breaſt, ſo ſoſt to feel, 
Seem d Tenderneſ all over,” - 
Yet it defends thy Heart like Steel, 
'Gainſt thy deſpairing Lover. 
Alas! tho? it ſhould neer relenr; 
Nor Colin's Care e er move thee, | 1 
Yet till Life's lateſt Breath is ſpent, - © © 
My Peggy, I muſt love thee: 0. 


— a — — 
Genty TIB 15 and fonſy N ELI T. 
To the Tune of, Tibby Fowler in the Glen. 
T a ſtore of Charms, 
Her genty Shape our Fancy warms; 
How ſtrangely can her ſma white Arms 


Fetter the Lad ho looks but at her? | 
| | Frae 


( 


Frae er Ancle to her ſlender Waiſte; 


Theſe Sweets conceald invite to dawt her 3. 
Her roſy Cheek, and riſi 0 


Gar ane's Mouth gaſh. o Water. 


Nellys wi BE ad Mn 
| Fan 2 2 Ak wi wy, in May.; 
Ilk ane that ſees her, crys, Ah hey 
She's 'bouny ! O I wonder at her. 
The Dimples of her Chin and Cheek, 


And Limbs fe plump invite to dawr mes : 


Her Lips ſae ſweet, and Skin fae ſleek,- - 
Gar mony Moutks. beſide mine Wale. 


No ſtrike Ringer i in a "gy 

My Wyſon hor 4 the Maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am for. 
When theſe twa Stars appear thegither: 
O Love! why doſt thou gre thy Fires 


— * 


Sae large, while we're oblig d ro ——_ | 


Our {ſpacious Sauls immenſe Deſires 


And ay n b 11 


Tibby's Shape and Airs are fine, 

And Nelly's Beauties are divine: 

But fince they canna baith be mine, 
Ye Gods, give Ear to my Petitions -. 

Provide a good Lad for the tane, 
But let it be with this ee 4 


e : 8 | | 
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7 Up in the Air. 


OW the Siin's gane out o Sight, : 
Beet the Ingle, and ſnuff the Light: 2 
jn Glens the Fairies skip and dance, 
And Witches wallop oer to France. 
Up in the Air 1 254 \ 
On my bonny grey > any 
And I ſee her 4 and 1 /308 ; 
Up. iv, "fee" . iy 


The Wind's drifri Hail and gad; we! el tak 
Oer frozen Hags, li ike a Foot-ba'; 33 
Nae Starns keek througli the Azure Sit. * 
"Tis cauld, and mirk as ony Pit. 
The Man i the Moon £ 
Is carouſing aboan; . Sc 
D' ye * to ſee, * ſee him. ver | 
X Man, 10 5 17. 
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Take your Glas to clear your. Een. Cora 
'Tis the Elixir heals the Spleeen 
Baith Wit and Mirth it will inſpire, | 
And gently puffs the Lovers Fire, * +: 1 1 + 
Ups,, 

It drives away Care 2 

He wi' ye, hae wit ye, and hae wi ye, Lads, yu; 
TCR. . 


Steek the Doors, keep out the Froſt; 5 2 5 ad 1 
| Come, Willie, gi's about y er W. 8 

Til't, Lads, and lilt it out If 
And leg us hae a blytkſome Bout. 1 

1 Up writ there, there, 0h waht 
Of Dinna cheat, but drink i. 5 1 A 
Huzza, huzza, and huzza, Lads, yell e da 
Up wt, & & 01 2 27 Uh 
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Fy gar rub her 0 'er W's 1 


1 IN ye meet a bonny Late, 4 Wl 
dle her a Kiſs, and let his b, bs 

Bur if ye meet a dirty Huſſy, {vs 
74 gar rub her o'er wi” Strae; - 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip: 

Oft ilka joy, when ye are young, 

Before auld Age your Vitals n 
And lay ye ald o'er a . 


| Sweet Youtk's a blyth and heartſome Times | 


Then, Lads and. Laſſes, white tis May, | 1 
Gae pu the Gowan in its Prime, 1. 
Before it wither and decay. * | 
Watch the ſaft Minutes of Delyte, 131-8 Bu 
When 22 ſpeaks beneath breath, . 
And kiſſes, lay ing a the Wyre I 
On you, if ſhe kepp on "Syaith: ly 261.215 BY LL 
Haith yefre ill-bred, hell ſmiling Gy, 0 
Yell worry me, ye greedy Rook: Th 
Syne frac your Arms the'll:rin away, Re 
And hide herſelt in Sine dark Nook... An 
Her Laugh will lead you to the Places, rn 
Where lies che Happineſs ye want. Inte 
And plainly tell you to your Face. But 
Nineteen Nay-ſays are. baff a Grant. ing? Ha And 
| Now to her heaving Boſom-clingy —— * 0; 
And ſweetly tooſie ae m: 
Frae her fair Finger 8 A* 
As Taiken of a eme Mü Till 

— Theſe 


* 
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Theſe Benniſons, Im very fore, 


Are of the Gods indulgent Grant: 
Then, ſurly Carles, Whiſht, S 


To plague us e vwhmning' Cant 


; 
— 


—— 
F 


Y the delicious Watmneſs of — 
Ana Tores Eye, ie ſmiling tells the | 


et aa. cd 


Truth, 


PATI E. 


I gueſs, my Laſſie, that as well. as I. 


You're made for Love, and why ſhould ye deny? 
But ken ye, Lad, gin we confels; oer don 


PEGGY. 


t 


— 


m . 
- 
: * 
* - E . 
— 
8 — 1 1 * 
7 — * 0 — 

1 

- 


_PATLE. Jad PEGGY. 


"= 


\ * 


Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the Wooing's done: 


The Maiden that o'er-quic 
Like unripe Fruit, will taſte 


PATTIE, 


tines her Pow'r, 
t hard and ſowvr. / 


"PE / R 


But when they hing o'er-lang upon the Tree, 


Their Sweetneſs they may tine, and fac may ye. 


Red cheeked you compleatly ripe lam 
And 1 have thol'd and wood a lang haff Tear 8 
P E GG. 


Then dinna pu me; gently thus f- 
Into my Patie's Arms for 
But ſtint your Wiſhes to thi 


And mint nae farther till we've got the Grace. 
SHY © © 3f # EW 
0 charming Arm sfu'! Hence, ye Cares, away, 
Ill kiſs my Treaſure 2 the live lang « 4h 
A Night I'll dream my Kiſſes o'er again. 
Till that Day come * fs be a. my ain. 5 
4-0» 


ipe appear, 


and a”: 


s. frank Embrace; 
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_ Crnorvys. Lorne cis I 
Sun, gallop down the Weſtlin dien, 5 
Gang ſoon to Bed, and quickly riſes .. 
O laſh your Steeds, poſt Time away, 
_ 72 about our Bridel Day: 
ere weary d, honeſt Light, 


—— 2 Wat that Night, 
ALIEN AAA 3 
1e , 0. e 
Encath a green Shade 1 fd a fair Maid, wow 
Was ſleepiag ſound and IC oy _ # 


A lowan i' Love, my Fancy did rove 
Around her with good Wil O: 

Her Boſom I preſt; but, ſunk in her Reſt, 
She ſtir daa my Joy to ſpill-: -O 1 

While kindly ſhe flept, cloſe to her 1 * me 
And kilsd, and kiff her my fill- O. 


Oblig'd. Command in Flanders to . 
£ T” employ my Courage and Skill---O, 27 1 
Frae er quietly I ſtaw Bait Sails and a wa, A 
For Wind New 75 on the Bill- O. 
Twa 11 brought me hame, where loud d fri 
i F 1 
| Tald me with a Voice right ſhill--O — 
My Laſs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, F 
Nor kend wha had done her the II- O. 


Mair fond of ber Charms, with my Nele Arms C 
I ferlying ſpeer d how ſhe fell O. 

Wi' the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, Lermedi N 

3 gin 1 can tell---O, * 


— 


TI . ** 
6559 
Love gave the Command, I took her by the Hand, 
An bad her a Fears expell- O, | 
And nae mair look wan, or I was. the Man es 
Wha had done her the Deed my fll--0. = 


My bonny ſweet Laſs on the gown) ons. a 
Ange: © the Shilling-hill---O,- - * 
if 1 did Offence, I'e make. e e amends) FT 
Before I leave Peggy's Mi 012 ar . 
be o the Mill, Mill--O, and the Al Xill-0, 
And the cogging of the Me-. o 
The Sack and the Sieve,” at that ye mans len ue, 
And round wy n ee 1c 1203 N 


— 


_—_— »— 


_ TTY „%K ͤ—W— » ( — PW ——— p * Ä z:, 4 „„ͤ4%ꝗBĩ 2 —2 


Colin aud GST parting. = 
To the Tune of, Hoe's my Fieart that . 


ſunder . 


* 


1TH broken Words, and doyyn- caſt Eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his Paſſion i. 
And, parting with his Grih, crys, | 
Ah! woe's my Heart that we ould ſander! 


To others I am cold as Snow, 1 2 
But kindle with thine Eyes like Linder: * 4 975 9 
From thee with Pain Pm forc'd to 5 
It breaks my Heart that we ſhould Rent under, 


ms, Chair d to thy Char mas, I cannot. range, 
No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder. 
Nor Time nor Place ſhall ever change <3 "IF 

0p Vows, tho we're oblig'd'to junder-. 


Ove 
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WH The Image of thy graceful Air, 


And Beauties which invite our Wonder, 
Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, | 
* {Mill be preſent, tho? we ſunder. 


mph, believe thy Swain in this, 
2 a Heart that's Kinder; 
= ſeal a Prout 2 a Kiſs, 
Always to love me, tho' we ſunder. 


Fe Gods, 8 dear Laſs, 
That as I leave her 1 — bor: rs 
When that bleſt Time ſnall come to paſs, 

Welll meet again, and never ORs 


— 


GW 2. 2 — 2 * 
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The Gaberlumie-Man, | 


"HE pawky auld Lale e oer the Lee, 
Wi' many Eens and Days to me, 
Sayin Goodwite , for your Courtelic 
i ye lodge a filly poor Man? 
The Night was cauld, the Carle was wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he far; 
My Daughter's Shoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and fang. 


O wow ! quo he, were Las free, | 

As firſt when I jaw this Country, vr x 

Ho blyth and merry wad I be! 

And 1 wad never think lang. BY 

He grew canty, and ſhe grew fain; | 

But little did her auld Minny ken 

What thir flee twatogither were ſay'n, - 
* es were ſae thrang. . 


—— 


| Ani 


Ped *”O % K 
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And O! quo he, ann ye were as black, 
As cer the Crawn of my Dady's Hat, .-þ 
"Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, _ t 1 | 
And awa' wi me thou ſhoud gang. _ 
And O! quoth ſhe, ann I were as white 0 p 
As e er the Snaw lay on the Dike,.,. , \ 
Id clead me braw, and Lady like 
And awa' with thee Id gang. | 


"_— 


Between the twa was made a Plor; - 
They raiſe a wee before the Cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock ; 
And faſt to the Bent are they gane. 
Up the Morn the auld Wife raiſe. 
And at her Leiſure pat on her Claiſe; 
. Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 1 845 5 
To ſpeer for thy filly poor Man. * _ 


” 
0 
- 
2 — = 
— — — 
* * _ > < 
mg S 
* -— <a . © - : 
—” cuffs oy wed oe — * — — "= -- 


She gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cauld, he was away,” 
She clapt her Hands; cry'd, Waladay, - ' 
For ſome of our Gear will be * 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, = 
But nought was ſtown' that cou'd be miſt, 8 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, | 
I have lodg'd a leal poor Man. 


” 
— 

_— 7 
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Since! nathing's awa's as we can learn, 
The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 
Gae butt the Houſe; Laſs, and waken my Bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. CON EE 
The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets was cauld, The was away, 9 
ind faſt to her Good wife can ſay, © 4. 
She's aff with the Gabertunzie-man. OE 


14 "wp | -E 


— — — 
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_ And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 
=_ For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be ſlain. 
1 | 


The wearifu' Gaberlunzie- man. 
Some rade upo* Horſe, ſome ran a fit, | 
The Wife was wood, and out o her Wit; 
She cou'd na gang, nor yet-cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhe curs d and ſhe ban C00. 


—_— Mean time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
= | Fu ſuug in a Glen, , where nane cou d ſee, 
| The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee, / 
Cut frae a new Cheſea Whang : * 


1 The Priving was good, it pleas d them bai 5 
_ To lo'e her for ay, he ga'e her his Aith. 8 
_ o* ſhe, To leave thee I will be laith, 
_ y winſome Gaberlunzie-man. , 
A 3 O kend my Minny I were wi you, M 
— Illfardly wad ſhe crook her Mou, 80 
= Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 
= After the Gaberlunzie-man. . 
My Dear, quo' he, ye're yer o'er young, WI 
And ha' na learn'd the Beggars Tongue, WI 
To follow me frae Town to Town, pi 
And carry the Gaberlunzie nn. ) 
1 I Wi' Cauk and Keel I'll win your Bread. "oe 
4 And Spindles and Whorles for them wha need, Wh, 
. Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 2 Hea 
To carry the Gaberlunzie P). 80 
III bow * Leg, and crook my Knee, | 
iind draw a black Clout oer my Eye, | To 
Tripple or Blind they will ca” me. Join 


While we ſhall be merry and fing,, TI Wy 
| The 


The 
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The. CORDIAL. „ 


To che Tune of, Where foal our Goodman ly. 
A 2g 67 GLO nn 
ha mg ot LITTER 


ater An | ne * 
Alane nae mair ye a: 5 


* 


Wad ye a Goodman try? EIS IDES > 
Is that the Thing ye re laking 2 10 na? 
phe: band 23:31 bow aig bk 
Can a Laſs fae young as I, £47 Nein s 


venture on the Bridal Tie, 


Syne down with a Goodman ly.? 
I'm flee'd he keep me wauking. 
HE. | 
Never judge until ye try, er 191; 
*. 3 Feige ati 
an hinder you dae | ric ang 14 5 
And ſleep ye be weary. + guru N 
What if I ſhou'd wauking ly, 
When the Hoboys are gawn by, 1 I 
Will ye tent me when Ic rj / 
My Dear, I'm faint and iry? r u i 
H E. ' nn Try] 
In my Boſom thou ſhall ly, * 2 Dn 
When thou waukrife art or 0 7601/07 had; :7 
Healthy Cordial ſtanding by, ß 4 
Shall preſently revive-thee.” © 512%; 122 nt6W 
To your Will I then comply. ns Au gretÞ - 
join us, Prieſt, and let me try 
How Ill wi' a Goodman 1 Ste i beak 
Wha can a Cordial give me. n 


E 2 E- 


1 
=”. TTY 4 — * 
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as : > — 4.45» of * 2 
r Ln he — — —— — — — 3 42 * A - 


{/r00 ) 


—* = 


| The Sun ſhines feet, my Marion, 
But nae haff ſae ſwebt a8 thee. 
O Marion's a bonny Laſs, 


And the Blyth blinks in ber Eye; F x5 "2 


And fain wad I marry Marin, - 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 


There's Gowdin your Garters, Marion, 


And Silk on your white Hauſe - bane; 
Fu' fain wad I kiſs my Marion 
At Een when I come hame. 


There's bra Lads in Earnſſaw, Marion, 
Wha gape, and glowr with their Eye, 


At Kirk when they fee my Marion, 
But nane of them lo es like me. 


T've nine Milk-ews, my Marion, 
 ACowand a brawny Quey. 
Fil gie them a' to my Marion, 

Juſt on her Bridal- Day; 
And ye's get a green Sey Apron, 


$63 Walkcogr of the” Lamtes bunk. 


And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
When e er ye gang to the ben. 7 


Fm young and ſtout, my Marim; 


Nane dances like me on the Green; 1 


And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
Fil e'en gae * up wei Jan, 


A 
* | N — 


 Ew-Bughe 7 4 R 7 0 N 


1 L L ye g0 to the Ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the Sheep wi' me; 


ut 


(6101) 
Se put on your Pearlins, Marion, 
And Kyrtle of the Cramaſiez; 
And ſoonas my Chin has nae Hair on, 
I ſhall come Weſt, and fre xe. 


The blythſome Bridal. 


V let us à to the Bridal. 
For there will be lilking ther; 


Tor Focky's to be married to Maggie. 
he Laſs wi' the Gowden Hair. 
And there will be Lang · kail and Portage, 
And Bannocks of Barley mea 
And there will be good fawt Herring. 


To reliſh a Cog of good Ale. 
y let us & to the Bridal, &cc. 5 
And there will be gauch the Sutor, | 
And Will wi' the meikle Mou: A 
And there will be Tam the Blutter, 3 


With Andrew the Tinkler, I trow;: 2 
And there will be bow'd-legged Robbie, - RAE 
With thumbleſs. Katiss Goodman; 1 
And there will be blue-cheeked Dowbie; es & 

And Lamrie the Laird of the Lane. 
Fy let us, &c. N | 


And there will be Sow libber Patie, : 11% 
And plucky-fac'd Was i the Mill, 5 2 $2 

Capper-nos'd Francie and Gibbie, - L 
That wins in the How of the Hill; 

ith, E 3 And 


— 


7 
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And there will be Alaſter Sibbie, - 
Wa in with black Beſfy did mool, . N 
With ſnivelling Tilly and Ti66y, 

The Laſs that ſtands aſt onthe Stool. 
5 let us, dc. 


And Madge that was buckled to Steente, 
And coft him gray Breeks to his Arfe, 
Wha after was it for ſtealing, * 
Great Mercy it happen d nae warſe: 
And there will gleed.Geordy Fanners, 
And Kirſh with the Lilly-white Leg, 
Wha gade to the South for Manners, - 
And bang d up her Wame in Mons me meg. 
HB. let us, &c. | 2 


And thers will be Melamrie, 
And blinkingd Barbara Meleg, 
Wi' Flae- ugged ſharny fac d Lawrie, 
And ſhangy mou'd halucket Aeg. 
And there will be happer-ars'd Nan. 
And fairy-fac'd Flowrie by Name; 
Muck Madie, and fat hip K Griſy, 
The Laſs wi” the Can en Wame. 
. let us, Kc. 


E And there will 5 e 

With his glakit Wife Jenny Bell, 
And Miſle ſhin'd Mungo Macapie, 
The Lad that was Skipper himſel. 

There Lads and Laſſes in Pearlings 

Will feaſt in the Heart of the Ha', 
On Sybows, and Rifarts, and Carlings, , 
That are baith Roe ROT, 1 
5 let us, &c. | 


. 7 


a 4 4 - * — 


10 103 ) 
And there will be Fadges and Btachen. 
With Fouth of good Gabbocks of Skate. 
pow ſowdy; and Drammock, and DN 
And caller Nowt- feet in a Plate. 
And there will be Partans and Buckies, 
And Whytens and Speldens ene w. 
With ſinged Sheep- heads, and a — a 
And Scadlips to 0 till ye ou guts 
x let us, c. 


And there will be lapper d Milk Kebbucks, 
And Sowens, and Farles, and Baps, 

With Swats, and wel} ſeraped Paunc hes, 
And Brandy in Stoups and in Caps: 


I 


And there will be-Meal-kail and rem 


With Skink to ſup till ye rive; 
And Roaſts to roaſt on a Brander, 
Of Flowks that WER den alive, ; 
H let us, &c. 3 3 v7 [ en en 


Scrapt Had, cha, Wilks Dul& al Tangle, -. 
And a Mi ood Sniſhing to prie; .,_ _.. 
When weary rd cating and drinking, 
We'll riſe up and dance till we dic. 
Then fy let us 4 to the Bridal, 
For there will be lilting = 
For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 
e Laſs wr * gowden * 


— 
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De Highland Laddie. © 


\ 


HE Lawland Lads think they are fine, 


But O they're vain and gawdy! 
How much unlike that gracefu' Mein, 
And _ Lookzof roy Highland Lade? 
4 
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The braweſt Beau in Borbev-vewn , 


0 6 805 pe 
; my voy, : wy 17 0 * 7 3 12 
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O myb Highland Ladlie, | 
A charming Highland Laddie; 


Heaven fiill guard, and Love reward 
our Lawland Laſs and her Highland Laddie. 


If I were free at Will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Lady, 
I'd take young Donald without Trewys, 
With Bonnet blue, and belted * 
O my bony, &c. 


In a' his Airs, with Art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a Clown; 

He's finer far beings wirige: * 
O my bonn, &c. 


Oer benty Hill with hem rn run, : 0 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady: -© 
Frae 7 =o s Cauld, rt 3 Ez qr = M 

He'll ſcreen me w1 Highland Faidy. 
0 my benny, &c. _ | ys f 


A painted Room, and flken Bed, | 
pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Ly; 


Bur I can kiſs, and be as . A! 
Behind a Buſh in's High Pldy. | 
0 my bonny, &c. f a * 
| 1 

F; Compliments | 
I cx * my dear ge paſs 2 Ni 
4 he ca's m 1 Lawhnd Labs | | 
Syne rows me in beneath his Wer CT : Wi 


ae 


( 05 * 


ae 11 Cer pretend, 17 
W or in bh Love prove true and Ready, 5 
Like mine t6 him, which ne er ſhall end, | 

While Heaven E my ano, Lat. | 


a er &c. 
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ALL AN WAT ER, 
Or, My Love Annie's very . 


HAT Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat? 
What Verſe be found to praiſe my Annie? 
On her ten thouſand Graces wait, : | 
Each Swain admires, and;owns ſhe's bonn. 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy Plain, | 1 


* 
— 
. 


She ſet each youthful Habs on Fire,; by i 
Each Nymph does to her Swain eben. * | 
That Annie kindles new Dofire. on 


- 


This lovely Darling deareſt Care, 
This new Delight, this charming Annie; — 
Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, - =, 
When Flora's Fragrant Breezes fan ye, ee. 
All Day the am'rous Youths. conveen, © © © 


Joyo yous they ſport and play before hee; 2N 
Night, when ſhe no more is. ſeen, 15 Rem: be, = 
In bleſsful Dreams they Mit aaore her. r 


wee the Crowd: Amyntor cate; 2 

Kd, he lov'd, he'bow'd to . 

Nis riſing Sighs. expreſs. his' Flame, | 
His Words were few, his Wilkes 1 0 

With Smiles the loyely Maid re Ly 
Kind Shepherd, 9 1 che. 

Aas! your Love muſt, be deny d, " 
This * Breaft. can Re relieve” ye. 

F 5 Yan 
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Young Damon came with Cupid's Art. 
His Wyles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling, | 
He ſtole away my Virgin Heart: 
Ceaſe, poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 
Some brighter Beauty you may find, i 
On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many; , 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damos his own' Annie. 
| TH ; C. 


The Colliers bonny Laſſie. 


HE Coll'er has a Daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 

A Laird he was that ſought her, 

Rich baith in Lands and Money: . 
The Tutors watch'd the Motion 
Of this young honeſt Lover; 
But Love is like the Ocean; . 
Wba can its Depth diſcover! =} 


He had the Art to pleaſe ve, 7 
And was by a' reſpected; 
His Airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
- The Collier's bonny Laſſie, , 0 
Fair as the new-blown Lillie, Sea fg An 
Ay ſweet, and-never ſaucy, _ G 
Secur'd the Heart of Willy. . | 
He loyd beyond Expreſion 2 0 
The Charms that were about her, To 


And panted for Poſſeſſion, 
His Life was dull without her, 


* 


8 — (10700 | 
ture reſolving, —_ TAIT 
5 his Breaſt he held her, Jorrt Duty n 


1n ſafteſt Flames diſſolving. 
He tenderly thus tell d 3 


My bonny Collier's Daughter, 
Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 


"Tis no your ſcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye 
For I have Gear in Plent /, pd 
And Love fays, tis my Duty ; 


To ware what Heaven -has lent me, L 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. © 


* * J 
- * _ 
— 3 th 
— — 
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Where HE L E N lie. 
To in Mourning. 
Hl why thoſe Tears in Nellys Eyes? 
To hear thy tender Sighs and Cries, 


The Gods ſtand liſt ning from the Skies 
Pleas'd with thy Piety. - ke £ 


And of one dying take a Care, 7 "2 
Who views thee as an Angel fair, a 
Or ſome Divinity. | 


O be leſs graceful, or more kind, Tim 725 
And cool this Fever of my Mind, An F 
Caus'd by the Boy ſevere and blinds © 


While hardly dare. I hope to riſe 

To ſuch a Height by Hymen's Ties, 

To lay me down where Helen lies, 
And with thy Charms be free. 


To mourn the Dead, dear Nymph, forbear,; 


Wounded I ſigh for thee; NS 


Then muſt 1 hide my * n 

When ſuch a ſovereign Cure is by? 

No; ſhe can love, and I go try. 8 
Whate'er my Fate may be; | 

Which ſoon III read in her bright Eyes, | | 

With TN A _ Fll adviſe, 

They tell the Truth w en Tongues tell le. 

: The leaſt believ'd by n me. x 


r — Dre” 
SONG, 
To the Tune of, a | 
H the Shepherd's mournful Fate, 


8 love, and doom'dtolanguith 
hear the ſcornful Fair-one's Hate, 
| Nor dare diſcloſe his Angnit. 
Fec.st eager Looks, and dying Sighs, 
My ſecret Soul diſcover, 
While Rapture tre i mine are 
' Reveals how much! | 
| ow 3 the an , 
A chow u bad various Wa ad 
A thoufand various W. We 


3p For oh! that Form & heovenly 4 


Thoſe languid E Jor.fo foutdy: aikng; - 


E That artleſs Bluſh, — modeſt Air, 


So fatally beguiling 
Thy every Look, and every Grace, 

So charm whene'er I view thee; 

Till Death o'ertake me in the Chace, 
Still will my Hopes purſue ther. 

Then when my tedious Haurs are paſt, - 
Be this laſt Bleſſing given, 

Low at thy Feet to breathe my laft, 
And die in fight of Heaven. 


End m the Firſt Volume: : 


